TERRORifk tales of the UNKNOWN! 
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MONSTER SIZE 
35* 





THE $10,000 CHALLENGE ONLY 
JOE WEIDER DARES TO MAKE! 

MY GUARANTEE! Use my system for training and you will gain 
twice as much muscle and triple your power in less than Half 
The Time it would take if you followed any other method. 



"The Muscle Builder" 
"Trainer of The Champions" 




"AIR. AMERICA" 
"MR. UNIVERSE" 

CLANCY ROSS, world's best developed 
man, says: "You can be a mountain of 
mighty muscles — with power oozing 
out of every pore in your power-packed, 
jet-charged body! Do what I did — what 
thousands of other Herculean Weider- 
trained champions did — follow Welder 
as your leader — mail that coupon for 
your FREE TRIAL COURSE TODAY! 






CLANCY ROSS: Mass of 
power-laden muscles — 
mighty 20-inch arms, 
50-inch chest, shoulders 
ot iron a yard wide! 




ONLY 7 SHORT WEEKS TO 
THAT DYNAMIC, RUGGED HE-MAN 
BODY YOU ALWAYS WANTED 



ADD 3 INCHES of steel-like \ 

MUSCLES TO YOUR ARMS.. A 

4 "POWER PACKED" INCHES OF MUSCLES TO YOUR CHEST! 



short or tall, skinny or fat, office-worker, 
laborer, school-boy, or businessman, I must 
make a new virile he-man out of you, and 
also . . . help build "inner strength" that 
will give you that virile look, that women 
admire and men envy. Here's what I did for 
Clancy Ross, one of the many thousands of 
weaklings I turned into He-Men. 



Says JOE WEIDER, "The Muscle Builder" and "Trainer of the Champions 1 

In half the time, with twice the ease, in 
the privacy of your own room, in just a few 
minutes daily, I will, through my TRIPLE- 
PROGRESSION COURSE, slap inches of steel 
muscles to your pipe-stem arms, pack your 
chest with power and size, give you life- 
guard shoulders, dynamic, speedy athletic 
legs — add Jet-Charged strength to every 
muscle in your body I don't care if you're 

Don't miss this once-in-a lifetime opportunity 

LET ME PROVE TO YOU, AT MY 

OWN EXPENSE, EVERYTHING 

I SAY CAN BE DONE! 

FREE MUSCLE BUILDING TRIAL OFFER. Fill out coupon 
and mail to me. I'll rush you my GIANT 32 page course, 
filled with exercises, training secrets, Heroic photos of 
mighty champions and private advice on how you can be- 
come a muscle star fast! This sensational offer is good 
only to males between 13 and 65 in normal good health. 



4-C-F-/-0-W 

IS THE KEY TO STRENGTH! MAKE YOUR FIRST 
HE-MAN DECISION TO-DAY! Rush in this coupon 
for your free trial course. You have nothing to 
lose but your weakness. 



AMAZING FREE TRIAL OFFER 



NOTHING TO BUY! 
YES, THAT'S RIGHT! 



JOE WEIDER 

801 Palisade Avenue, 



Dept. 9 5-3 9 A 
Union City, N. J. 



Shoot the works, Joe! Rush me my FREE INTRODUCTORY 
POWER-PACKED, MUSCLE-BUILDING COURSE. (I enclose only lOf 
to cover cost of handling and mailing.) I am under no 
obligation. 
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The Inside Story of 

Books" You 



Have Never Been 
Allowed To Read! 



AN UNHURRIED VIEW OF EROTICA 



Exactly what ARE "those books" 
that ihe world's great libraries 
keep behind locked doors? Why are 
these Restricted Shelves open only to 
a few privileged persons? What is iit 
these books? Who wrote them? Who 
decides that a book should be kept un- 
der lock and key? And why — in a free 
society such as ours — shouldn't the 
adult reader be allowed to read the clas- 
sics of erotic literature if he wants to? 

These — and hundreds of other ques- 
tions you may have asked yourself — 
are at last answered in AN UNHUR- 
RIED VIEW OF EROTICA, the first 
book in English with the basic facts 
about erotic literature throughout the 
world. You will learn about the fabu- 
lous private collections owned by the 
late J. P. Morgan and Dr. Kinsey. You 
will be allowed to browse among the 
hush-hush volumes found in the Vati- 
can Library, the New York Public Li- 
brary, the Library of Congress, the 
British Museum and the Bibliotheque 
Mationale. 

AN UNHURRIED VIEWOFEROT- 
ICA. brings you lengthy excerpts, 
descriptions and histories of such fa- 
mous (but seldom lead) classics as 
fanny Hill, or the Memoirs of a Worn* 
an of Pleasure; Mark Twain's delight- 
fully candid 1601; the unexpurgated 
version of Lady ChaUerley's Lover; 
the Secret Lives of Byron; One Him' 



dred Merrie and Dclightsom Stories; 
and many more! A few rare works, 
like The Coy Shepherdess, are re- 
printed in entirety! In addition, you 
will learn how these volumes are bought 
and sold, how many have been smug- 
gled into this country illegally and 
what fantastic prices they command! 
There is also a bibliography of 100 
choice titles of erotic literature. 

This is the book that the serious, 
adult reader has been waiting for. For 
a limited time only, you may obtain 
copies of AN UNHURRIED VIEW 
OF EROTICA in the magnificent Con- 
noisseur's Edition, beautifully bound 
and gift-boxed, for the special low 
price of only $4.95. The perfect holi- 
day gift for that sophisticated friend 
'"who has everything"! Note: For a 
limited time, we will send you two 
copies (one for yourself and one for 
giving) for the special price of only 
$8.95. You may order as many pairs 
at this price as you wish. Simply fill 
in the appropriate space in Ihe coupon. 



. , . valuable contributions 
to sexology." -Or. Reifc. 



.illuminating-, witty!" 
-Vpriety 



"Side-splitting!" 
-New York Post 



AN UNHURRIED VIEW OF UtOTICA 

• book written by Ralph Ginzburg 

• introduction by Dr. Theodor Reik 

• preface by George Jean Nalhan 



7HEHELMSMAN PMSJ, SuileBUA, 1472 Broadway, New York 36, N. Y. 

MAIL COUPON 
NOW! 



7HE HELMSMAN PRESS, Suit, »I5A, 1472 Breodwoy, New York 3t. N. Y. 

Send me copies of AN UNHURRIED 'VIEW OF EROTICA 

in elegant Connoisseur's Edition, postage paid, as 1 have indicated below. My 
check or money order is enclosed. 



New York Ciiy residents please add 3?J sales tax. Sorry, no COD'S 
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As you can see, / am currently entertaining some shocking friends, each and every one of them a 

live wire Ah, yes there's good noose becouse there's gonna be o hot time in the cold 

parlor tonight'. So hang around. Badder yet, pull up a slightly chilled marble slab, but don't come 

loo near to the electrodes or you'll make an ash of yourself. While we're waiting for the boys 

to warm things up, I'll spin a few yarns for you. Nothing too trivial of corpse, because we mustn't 
spoil your appetite for the Hungarian Ghoulish we plan to serve later. 

And-please forgive me for not rising for I'm heheaded in the other direction and I want to 
live it down a little. -So, may I offer a toast-which is slightly burned-and which is— ME! 




MEN and WOMEN 

make your 
career with 

THE 



^AIRLINES 



Exacting. . . ■£<ma#tifc. 

FLY TO HOLLYWOOD OR CHICAGO 

ad M lExfoa Cka/tge 

MANY CAREERS 
ON THE GROUND OR IN THE AIR 



Meet celebrities. Get FREE passes 
to exciting places. See the world. 
Enjoy quick advancement, adven- 
ture and ROMANCE. U.S. Airlines 
employ thousands of men and women 
and are expanding for Jet Age. We 
train you by advanced, new methods 
— we're leading training organization 
of our kind. After you get low-cost 
basic training, you'll be FLOWN to 
Chicago, or Hollywood — home of 
the movie stars— with transportation 
PAID, for final phases of training. 
You must be High School Graduate, 
18 or over. For exciting FREE de- 
tails, fill in coupon. No obligation. 
Do it NOW. 



• Hostesses 

• Stewards . . . 
Stewardesses 

• Reservationists 

• Passenger Agents 

• Communicationists 

• Travel Agency 
Representatives 



• Flight Operations 
Personnel 

• Training Division 
Personnel 

• Air Traffic Control 

• Control Supervisors 

• Crew Clerks 

• Airline Public Relations 



...and many others 



AIRLINES Dept. Air/ 
Northwest Schools, Inc. 

1 1 E. 47th St., New York 17, N. Y. 

Please rush exciting information about AIRLINE careers. 
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Animals: "Where the heck's 
Morgue'n with the chow!" 



Greetings, tny an-ghouh! This is your eld 
fiend, Morgue n, with a beaut of a bedtime 
tale about one of my boarders, Ernst Umlaut! 
Would you like to meet Ernst? Of corpse you 
would! Step a little closer — he's in this drawer! 
let me tell you about him in this uplifting story 
I call... 

^.j^tmuim . ™ »„j £ rnS f was in the 
bunker that day, 
his stomache 
quivering as the 
feuhrer put the 
gun muzzle to 
his temple. He 
tried not to look, 
but his eyes 
were transfixed, 
and then the 
blast shook the 
cellar. Silence 
followed... 





YOU TWO-HALT! IT ISj 
A COMMAND! 



Ernst's crafty 
mind darted 
from plan to 
scheme! It came 
to him just as 
the S.S. Tro'ope 
hove info view. 





You I Jah, Herr Umlaut! 1 wa 
Authority I recognize 1 with you in... Russia! 

rang 
in Ernst's 

voice! 
The Storm 
Troopers 
obeyed 
his 
command. 







■MM 
'■ 



mm 



■ 



Suddenly, perhaps awakened by the muffled yj s ne S p e j 
roar of a shell that hit far above, the witnesses through the 
to Hitler's demise sought avenues of escape . ... | r utfa/e-c/ottered 

Srcjwrv streets, the 

^ ' : 



Perhaps only next to the 
Fuehrer the Russians hate 
me most! But they'll not 
take me alive! 





sun w"i 

filtered through 1 j 
the dust! And to y 
this trembling ' 
man ho had 
held others' 
lives so cheaply, 
his own life now 
seemed very 
dear . . . 



•jTl don't 
Hi I won' 

V | r 



want to 

t die! 




He ordered them To follow him, and they did without 
question. He stopped at a house and pounded on the 
door! No answer . . . 



Dr. Ritter, it is j I know who you are. And I 
Ernst Umlaut! know what work you want done. 
I have work Other Nazis have come to me to 
for you! help them hide behind new 
i faces. I have refused them. 




After 
S. S. 



a few tense and silent moments, 
Troopers returned . . . 



! Unless you perform this operation, Dr. 
; Ritter, and unless I return unharmed, 
[ these troopers know what they are 
^to do. 



All right, Herr 
Umlaut, you 
win. J~~Vf 




The 
operation 
began ten 
minutes 
later, in 
the cellar 
below. Dr. 
Ritter 
worked 
swiftly, 
deftly! 
And Ernst 
regained 
conscious 
ness two 
hours 
later... 



B-buf you 
promised, 

Herr 
Umlaut. . . 



promised only your 
would not be harmed, 
one man on earth can' 
tify me now— and that 
must die! 



wife 
Only 
iden- 
man 




The gun barked out I 
above the rumbling of I 
shells that fell on the I 
city! Dr. Hitter's look of I 
horror gave way to a ^ 
grimace of pain. His 
legs grew numb and 
sagged beneath him . . 



CHANGE MY FACE (continued] 



r : ..» smm 




Ernst Umlaut treed Mrs. Hitter and dismissed the Storm Troop- 
ers. Then he went out into the streets once more. Dusk was 
near; the thunder of Allied shells slackened off... 



I'll need a place to hide till 
! the scars heal. The Adlon 
Hotel . . . that is not too bad- 
ly damaged. 



Adlon Hotel, lightless and lifeless, hurled back 
the sound of his footfalls, echoed memories 
from a dead past. Ernst Umlaut found light 
In a storeroom ... I am no longer Ernst 
Umlaut. I am Willie Kraus, hotel janitor. 





No conqueror had as yet found his way into the heart 
of Berlin. Ernst continued his harrowing struggle for 
survival, feasting on scraps snatched from starving rats 
in the kitchen. 




CHANGE MY FACE (continued) 



A few mornings later, Ernst was awakened by 
the clatter of boots; the rumble of heavy 
caissons on the street below! He crept hurriedly 
to the window . . . 



From below came screams, punctuated by the 
icy chatter of the executioners' guns! Hot stee 1 
plunged into Nazi flesh, and the purveyors of 
hate and slaughter died grotesquely . . . 




Downstairs now, Ernst could hear 
the pounding of Russian boots, the 
slamming of doors. Searchers 
were working their way up... 



In a moment the Russians pounded on his door with their rifles. He 
hurried to the door, still unveiling his new face. He cast aside 
the bandages and opened up to greet the conquerors . .. 




What-ho once more, you cute little tootles! 
Don't be pediculous, today isn't my birthday! 
It's a mirthday . . . ladies' day at the morgue! 
Rita Craven is twenty. 1 mean, she's in 
drawer 20. Old hatchet-face is 52, just as 
sure as she's lying here! Rumor has it that 
she ran a rooming house, and one of her 
boarders bored her stiff! Ohhhh! She's stiff, 
all right, stiff as a board! 
Now don't get the idea that Rita was home- 
ly. She had a perfectly lovely bank account. 
It was only her face and figure that were . . . 
er... uninteresting to men. Anyhoo, Rita 
flipped over this here now clean cut-type, 
hard-working-type knucklehead, who didn't 
know which side his bed . . . pardon . . . bread 
was buttered on. Well, when love wallops a 
muddleaged miss like Rita, mmmm LOOK 
OUT! And then another lad Came into her 
life, a real crazy creep named Harrow. And 
when I tell you about Mr. Harrow, you'll 
freeze in your tracks, but your flesh will 
crawl! So, cats, let us begoon this amorous 
account of Rita's trip... 




FROM FEAR TO ETERNITY! 



Rita Craven reserved her smile for just one 
of her roomers, Dirk Keller. Dirk was her 
idea of a delightful daddy-o, and she all 
but told him how she felt, but the salesman 
wasn't buying- any . . . 




The sweet pain of Eros* ar- 
rows reflected itself on Eita's 
brow. She could only stand 
and stare helplessly, her 
bosom heaving with frus- 
tration ... 



Eita stood there for ten full min- 
utes, her heart full of .Dirk Kel- 
ler, unwilling to move from the 
doorway thru which he had de- 
parted. But, suddenly, that door- 
way was filled with a thickset, 
bulky figure . , . 



The warmth vanished from 
Eita's being, replaced by a 
damp chill that reminded her 
of a tomb. Mr. Harrow, as he 
called himself, was a man not 
to be crossed, she decided, and 
yet she couldn't have this 
monster in. her home . ... 



Don't say you have 
nothing, lady. I 
know you could 
have something if 
you wanted to. I 
,work nights, lady. 
II could share a 
I room with some- 
body who works 
Idays. 




Eita seized upon Mr. Har- 
row's suggestion^ not only 
out of fear of refusing him: 
this would give her the 
chance she was looking for 
to help Dirk Keller, by 
splitting the cost of his room 
rent in half ... 



jj Mr. Keller's bed is by the 
» window, and his closet is 
1 by his bed. You will use 
I the other bed and closet, 
■ Mr. Harrow. And you will 
1 go and come by the back 
[ stairway. It . . . uh . . . 
[would never do for my 




She shuddered as he vanished 
at the stair-turning, then went 
to her own ground floor suite, 
carefully locking the door be- 
hind her. And as she opened 
her morning newspaper, a 
startled cry escaped from her 
lips . . . 



'"The Human Vise' Throt- I 
les Another Victim!" 
Fifth woman in six weeks I 
found dead in dark alley. I 
Inhuman monster, still at I 
large, has left no clue " ! 



It came to her at once. Mr. 
Harrow. If one were to pick 
a killer out of all the people 
in this city, surely, nobody 
lit the part better than Mr. 
Harrow . . . 

I The pofice. I'll call the 1 
I police. No, they'd laugh I 
I at me. I have no evidence. 1 
I Just because a man looks 1 
I horrible it's no proof of 1 




■ i \ 



Rita Craven decided it would 
be better to wait . . . and 
watch. She saw no more of 
Harrow that day, and had 
all-but-forgotten him till 
Dirk Keller returned that 
evening 



I know it was an awful 
thing to do without your 
permission, but it will save 
you five dollars-a-week, 
and Mr. Harrow, a — er- 
very quiet man, will be | 
out while you're home; 



1 



What's five 
dollars when 
one's bank 
account runs 
high up in five | 
figures ! It . .- , 
It's really 
more money 
than one 
person needs! 



— — — - ■ 

stills 

fit must be nice 
not having to 
worry about 

f money, Mrs. 

I Craven. Oh,, 
well, I'll see 

| you in the 

1 morning. 



[Think no more 
I about it, Mrs. 
I Craven. TheextraJ 
Ifivespot will 'come| 
[in mighty handy 



It was five-fifteen p.m. be- 
fore she called police head- 
quarters, and five-thirty 
when two irked detectives 
arrived . . . 



Why did you 
wait till you 
were sure this 
Harrow was 
out before you 
called us? 




Two weeks passed, and she had 
seen neither hide nor hair of 
her mysterious boarder, Mr. 
Harrow." That suited _Rita just 
fine, especially since he slipped 
his room rent .under her door 
punctually each week. But 
newspaper screamers and a $5 
bill brought new alarm into her 
heart 




The attic was large, in a. 1 
way, but its sloped ceiling | 
made standing erect impos- 
sible in all but part of- the 1 
room. After a quick glance j 
into _ Dirk Keller's closet, 1 
earning a cold stare from! 
Rita, the. detectives found { 
Mr. Harrow's closet locked.. 



Just what 
you expect to j 
find in there, 
lanyhow? 



E this bird is 
he killer, we 
j may find his 
victims' 
purses. The 
Human Vise 
! may be 
looney, but 
| basically, he's 
robber. He 
I probably 
needs to steal 
I money to live 
.off of. 



The closet door? gave way, 
and Det. Sgt. Freeman dis- 
appeared inside of it for a 
few moments, then re-ap» 
peared...* 



Miss Craven, 
it looks as if 
you've found 
"The Human 
v Vise" for us! 



Frightful! 
And I've been 
living under 
the same roof 
with him! He 
might have 
(gasp) . . . 
gotten those 
powerful 
hands around 
my throat! 



Det. Freeman left one officer 
at the house to protect Kita. 
A few minutes later, Dirk 
Keller came home, and Rita 
made it clear she didn't want 
to be protected from him .. • 



I'm safe witfei 
Mr. Keller^ 1 
officer. Please r 
wait outside. 



What's going 
on here, 
Miss Craven? 




Kita explained quickly about 
Mr. Harrow—the Human 
Vise — hut he was no longer 
foremost in her mind ... 



Dirk . . . just i I think, Kita.. 
how do you B 
feel about 
me? 




i His strong hands, his viselike | 
hands suddenly clamped 
tight on her windpipe, 
eyes staredinto the nig 
mare . 




Well, Dirk Keller certainly took a 
change for the hearse, didn't he! 
What f wonder is, was he in his 
normal state as Mr. Harrow, and 
merely HYDE-ing in Dirk Keller? 
It really didn't mafce any dif* 
ference to Rita. She got it in the 
neck either way, hey. 1 What? 
You didn't read about this in the 
papers? You... you don't be- 
lieve me! Hmm. Why don't YOU 
drop dead? I've got a drawer 
reserved!... Hahaha! Ah, me! 
It's time to close drawer twenty, 
so beat it. Get out! SCUH-RAM! 



Ha! Cave you quite a start, eh? I borrowed this 
shroud from the cent in drawer 5. He was a cold- 
blooded character, anyhozv, ice water in his veins and 
all that sort of slush. Name? Rudolf Etb. Age, 27. 
Profession; marriage , . , and murder!. A strange pro- 
fession, isn't it? But Rudy did not work at it long. In 
fact, he didn't live very long. What Rudy actuajly died 
from was greed. That can be a very grave disease, as 
Rudy would like very much to tell you himself. But poor 



Rudy is not in a talking wood. So I'll have to tell you 
what happened to tin's money-mad romeo, who wooed and 
won a wretched old u ag, Molly. Old Molly never left 
her bed, nor let Rudy near it. They said she had a 
hundred thousand clams salted away in the mattress, and 
she had no intention of letting her young hubby do any 
Prospecting in her salt mine. Rudy had plans of his own, 
but he never figured on running into . . . 





Remember, Rudy, 
plenty of nice guys I 
with good jobs would I 
like to marry me. I ain't | 
going to wait much | 
longer. 



Jt was Kitty Dewitt, pretty, stupid, naive Kitty, who forced Rudy 
Elb's hand. He'd stalled for months, waiting for Molly to die ff 
natural death. But he could wait no longer,.. 




- ^ >: 



// the "gold mine" was a pleasant surprise, Molly's 
mattress failed to produce anywhere near the pavload he 
had expected . ... 



There was something startling about the ragman's appearance, 
something eerie. And it ivorried Rudy that he should be back 
after an elapse of only two hours. .. 




There was a trunk in the cellar, and it was 
crammed full of. mouldy; filthy rags that even 
Molly could not have worn .. ,■ 



Mollys fortune was a grave disappointment to Rudy Elb, and 
greed now drove him to milk every last cent he could get out of 
her shabby estate ... 



Illf Forty dollars. \ 
pj^That'a fine. Fine. j| 

• ^ - ■- 




My wagon will be filled, 
mister. You look other 
places. The attic. Always 
there are clothes in people's 
attics. 



Rudy didn't need to be pressed further to give 
the house a thorough going-over. He started 
with the attic ... 



It was greed that had overcome Rudy*s fear of the ragman. In* 
deed, he was waiting at the door with a new mountain of mil' 
dewed garments 



That's all there is, I 
tell you. And don't 
bother coming back. 
I'll be out till very 
late. 



Kitty's eyes popped when Rudy flashed part of his roll 
at her, assuring her that there was more where that came 
from. He didn't tell her the $100,000 fortune had 
dwindled to a fraction of that amount , , , 



Rudy hated to return to the creepy 
old house, but that's where most of 
his bankroll was stashed atvay t 
When he got there he had a shock,.. 



That ragman... he kept 
comin' back. He somehow had 
the thing figured, wanted to 
get his big paws on that money. 




Rudy crept stealthily to the parlor desk, quietly opened 
ihe drawer and took out his .38 revolvers He was less 
quiet as he hurried to the cellar,*. 



So the ragman knew about' Molly being under the floor! Rudy 
lost no time. He fired five shots at the strange man, five shots- 
that couldn't have missed at that range,,. 



GET BACK, T TELL 
YOU! YOU FILTHY 

TRAMP WHO 

ARE YOU? 



I only wanted her clothes, 
mister. You knew she was 
wearing clothes. Do you 
know what happens to 
people who lie to me..? 




Rudv Lib had fired his last shot. In desperation he hurled the 
gun 'at his relentless adversary. Then Rudy tore at him with 
his bare hands. . . 



Now whoM expect a ragman to be made of anything but 
rags? Perfectly logical, isn't it? Well, it's getting late, 
so I'd be very grateful if you'd push this drawer closed 
so I can get some sleep. Oh, and by the way, if the rag- 
man should turn up, give him Rudy Elb's shroud. I'd hate 
for him to disturb the poor chaps's final rest! Good 
ni-i-ight! 




Gin can paralyze the tongue, or it can 
loosen it. A guilty conscience can torment 
a man till he fears it more than death 



itself. Mix one part gin, one part murder 
and one part guilty conscience— and then 
don't be surprised if... 



THE 







^ Y -r— V^^-^^J 



A foul-reeking fog hung over the Hudson 
Eiver like a flimsy shroud. The mournful 
wail of a tugboat whistle, muffled by the 
denseness of the night, was answered by 
the frightened hollow of the ferryboat 
passing, but unseen, a hundred yards away. 
Passengers on the ferry sat in the dry, 
warm inside, glad for the bright lights 
above them and for the reassuring confid- 
ence displayed by fellow passengers. Yet, 
there wasn't a man or woman on board 
who didn't share the uneasiness brought 
on by the nearness of the tug's whistle and 
the throb of its engines as it passed close 
astern. Or by whatever else might loom 
out of the darkness to bring disaster. 

Death did not ride the river that night. 
It visited, rather, a bleak, dreary tenement 
somewhat further in downtown, gotham 
.... but within walking distance of the 
Hudson. 

In a room of a cold water flat in that 
tenement, Merchant Seaman Harry Hogan 
was playing stud poker with three cronies 
named Swenson, Fleming, and McGraw. 
There'd been a fifth, but he quit with just 
enough dough left with which to buy a 
bottle of cheap whisky. 

It was 2 a. m. Hogan was filled to his 
gills with bad gin, and he was acting sulky. 
Gin always made Hogan sullen, suspicious. 

Harry Hogan and Matt Swenson were 
in ; McGraw rapped his cards on the table 
and tossed them in. Swenson dropped, 
and, Mike Fleming saw Hogan's two buck 
bet and raised him two. Hogan leered 
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drunkenly at Fleming. He took a few sec- 
onds to focus his bleary eyes on the four 
open cards lying in front of Fleming: ace, 
queen, ace, three. Hogan checked his own 
band: jack, deuce, and two aces on the 
board. Hogan knew there was another 
jack-in-the-hole. 

"You ain't got me beat, Fleming," he 
said, fumbling with his chips until he fi- 
nally managed to pick up two of them and 
toss them into the pot. He flipped over the 
jack-in-the-hole with a giddy, triumphantly 
flourishing gesture, and stretched over the 
table, hooking his forearm around the 
jumble of chips. But, he never got to haul 
the pot in because Mike Fleming had 
yanked away his arm. 

Hogan scowled. 'You blind, Fleming? 
I got bullets and jacks." 

Fleming flipped over his hole card. 
"Bullets and ladies, Hogan. You're beat." 

Hogan squeezed his eyes, shook his 
head, and took another look at Fleming's 
hand. That was it, all right, the same as 
it had been all night. No matter what he 
had, Fleming was always just a little 
better. 

Fleming's eyes mocked Hogan, as he 
raked in the pot slowly, deliberately. He 
was razzing Hogan, but good, but none 
of it went over big Harry's head. 

"What's the matter, Hogie? Ain't the 
cards fallin' good for you tonight? 

Hogan reached under the table for his 
bottle, never taking his red-rimmed, blaz- 
ing eyes off Fleming. 



He said, "Stow it, Fleming," and took 
a long drink of gin. 

It was Mike Fleming's deal. He shuffled 
the cards a half-dozen times, his eyes still 
mocking Hogan, who didn't take his blood- 
shot eyes off the cards in the dealer's, 
hands. "You cut, Hogie," said Fleming, 
and Hogan cut. He watch every movement 
of Fleming's hands as Mike dealt. 

"Satisfied?" asked Fleming. There was 
a wry smile playing about his lips. Hogan 
didn't answer. 

Everybody stayed in. Hogan had tens, 
back-to-back. Again he watched Fleming's 
hands turn up a card for each of them. He 
squinted at the dealer's two open cards 
and saw a four and a seven, both hearts. 
He didn't even bother to look at the other 
hands, only the one he was going to beat, 
the one he had to beat. Fleming's. But 
with a ten and a two showing, Hogan 
raised, and everybody stayed. And they 
stayed right through till the last card was 
dealt. 

Hogan, with two tens and a pair of twos 
on the board, was certain he had it made. 
He shoved all the bills and change in front 
of him into the pot with both hands. 




"Thirteen eighty-five," he said to Flem- 
ing, as if the other two weren't in the game. 
It was a big- pot now, and Hogan would 
come mighty close to breaking even for 
the night. Swenson and McGraw tossed in 
their cards; it was just Hogan and Fleming 
now, and that's the way Hogan wanted it. 
Fleming counted out two piles of money. 

"I see your thirteen eighty-five and up 
you twenty more, Hogie." 

Harry Hogan looked at Fleming's all- 
heart hand, what he could see of it: three, 
four, six and seven. Then he looked at 
Fleming, and the dealer's catlike grin made 
his insides churn with rage. 

"Ya louse. I'm clean. I got no dough 
to meet that raise, and you know it." 

"Okay, Hogie, I'll just see you." Fleming 
obligingly took his twenty dollars back out 




of the pot. 

Hogan turned over his third ten and 
slapped it down on the board with an air 
of defiance. "Full house, Fleming! Beat 
that." 



This time, Hogan didn't start to rake in 
the big bundle of cash on the table. Even 
when he saw Fleming turn over the five 
of hearts it didn't register on his gin be- 
numbed brain that his full house was 
beaten by a straight flush. Not until he 
saw Fleming's broad grin and took another 
focused look at the all-heart hand, did it 
hit Hogan like a pile driver. 

"This just ain't your night, Hogie." 
Hogan was on his feet in a flash. He 
sent his chair spinning back across the 
room. His massive six-foot-three hulk 
towered over Fleming's squat five-ten, but 
the dock walloper just mocked him with 
that cynical smile. 

"You slimey, chiseling freak of a wharf 
rat! I'll show you nobody cold-decks 
Harry Hogan" he gutted. Hogan's tongue 
was thick, but he got the message across, 
emphasizing it by shaking his fist under 
Fleming's- nose. 

"You're a cockeyed liar, Hogan." 
Swenson and McGraw were on their feet, 
and when they dragged Fleming up, he 
had the gin bottle in his right hand. They 
were trying to get him out of there, but 
he shook them loose and said that he could 
take care of Hogan if the big "stoop" 
wanted to start something. Hogan then 
lurched towards Fleming with his hamlike 
fists wrapped into a pair of sledge- 
hammers. 

"Liar? You call me a liar, you flannel- 
mouthed creep." Fleming took a step back 
and smashed off the back of the bottle on 
the «dge of the table. 

"You say I rang in a cold deck on you, 
and I say you're a stinkin' liar, Hogan." 
Fleming brought the jagged-edged bottle 
up to make sure Hogan could see it. "Keep 
comin', hot shot, and I'll cut you wide 
open!" 21 
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Aha! Stilt hanging around, my merry seekers 
with a lust for the morbid and maniacal! That's 
what happened to the chap here, in drawer 
77— he hung around and .got a broken neck! 
Hahal You might say, he reached the end of 
his rope! Number 7 is supposed to be lucky. 
It follows that 77 ought to be double lucky. I 
guess he's lucky to have a nice comfortable 
drawer like this to lie in! Lucky Claude ... HA 
HA! Gather a wee bit closer, my delightful 
visitors, while I unload another loathesome 
tale of mayhem. Just pull up a basket, stretch 
out comfy, hands crossed on your chests-Hi 
supply the lilies— whilst I attempt to cloy your 
fathomless bellies with a noxious little novel 
inamed . . . iiiii^ 




You ihink the dead can't talk? Well, they eon! Here's Claude 
Bretton to f elf you his own story with his own two cold, cold 
lips, Jake it, Claude! "Sure, sure, I'll fake it.'... I was nursing 
a beer at Toby's Bar and Grill when this well-heeled character 
rolls int.. 




"My double looked around the place 
as if frying to find somebody fie 
knew. I hid most of my face behind 
the newspaper... __, 



' It's eerie, knowing there's 
nother guy in this world, in 
THIS ROOM, that looks 
exactly like me! 




"There was a big difference: he looked 
rich. I was flat broke after buying that 
one beer! Well, you don't fust see your 
own double and let it go at that. least* 
S wise, { don't! When he got up to go, so 
■did I... . 



"He got into this treamy Caddie 
convertible and drove away, f fig- 
ured I'd go back to the flophouse 
and sleep it off, when this tabby 
tails me by someone else's name..* 



Mr. Bark^l 
Can I take H 
you home? p 




"The cabby's name was Dave Willis, according to his 
identification card framed in the back of his seat..* 



■■ ; 

IBMS Seven-thirty, Mr. Barker. 

^flll go * an * ,our ' ,e '° re 

Ifl you go on the air. The 



ife still out-of-town? 





"So help me, / didn't know what would happen from one min- 
ute to the next! I just went along with the gag... until we 
stopped in front of this swell private house and the cabby told 
me / was home. Then I remembered / was broke;. And I didn't 
have a key to the front door . . . 



Sorry I forgot my 
key, Dave . . . and my 
wallet! 



Oh, that's okay, Mr. Bark- 
It er. You always more E 
| than make up for it! [ 
I Lucky the side door was I 
■ open, eh? 



Out-of-town? Oh, 
yes, Dave. She'll be 

jyjMB||jB|fc away for some time ' 
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The cabby offered to 
wait and drive me 
down to the TV station, 
but / hold him / would 
take my own car, and 
he left. I knew / had 
time while Barker was 

I broadcasting. I gather- 
ed a lot of papers in his 

J handwriting... 



"Talk about a coincidence: Claude Breton, Clyde 
Barker. Same initials, same face. And I practised 
so I'd have the same handwriting. I found some 

money in Barker's house and headed for a 

cafeteria... ^Yeah, it figures! I'll find 

out everything about you, 
Barker! I'll listen and 
practise till I get your 
of talking down to 




"It was even more of o shock to Clyde 
Barker than it had been to me to discover 
he had an identical double. It was a 
good ten seconds before he noticed the 
gun in my hand... 



"He was calmer than I was. He closed the- 
door and then came to the center of the room 
to have a better look a me. A cynical grin 
broke out on his face... 



I suppose that's my 
automatic you're 
holding... or is that 
a copy of my gun, 
too? 



It's your gun, 
Barker. I could 
never afford to 
buy one. Close 
that doorl 




Obviously you didn't 
come here to rob me. 
There are richer men— and 
your victim wouldn't have 
to look like you. It's not 
hard to guess your plan. 
It just won't come off, 
mister! 



You're thinking of 
your TV program. 
Barker. I've stud- 
ied your delivery, 
your technique. 
Okay, so I flop. So 
my TV contract 
isn't renewed.- I'll 
^jstill be a rich man! 

V 



"The self-assurance drained 
from . Clyde Barker's face, 
leaving a frightened white 
mask. He knew he was going 
to die and funged forward 
desperately. I said nothing. 
The automatic in my hand 
did the talking... 





"I sealed Clyde Barker into a cellar wall. But it was 
I, Claude Bretton, who vanished from the face of 
the earth. I was now Clyde Barker! For days / 
dreamed about Linda Barker. The TV program went 
over pretty well. So Linda was all my life lacked. 
Yeah, and Lt. Green, of Homicide, had something 
to soy about that . . . 



You did a lousy job on your wife. She came 
out of her coma long enough to make a state- 
ment and sign it... all abut the other woman, 
and how you feared scandal would finish you 
on TV. She's dead now— and you're on your 
way to the chair, Barker! 



"Lt. Green allowed me to come to my 
bedroom for a change of clothes. 
There were two more cops under my 
window. Talk about irony! The only 
way to escape the hotseat for a mur 
der Clyde Barker had committed was to 
prove I wasn't Clyde Barker! And to 
prove that... well, you see what I 
mean!" 




AH, YES, THERE'S GOOD 
NOOSE TONIGHT I BUT — 
LIFE IS SO FUTILE HERE 
IN THE MORGUE. SOME- 
TIMES I'M TEMPTED TO 
CALL A SPADE A SPADE 
AND GO BACK TO GRAVE 
DIGGING. HOWEVER, THE 
JOB DOES "IAVE ADVAN- 
TAGES. I'M NOT INTER- 
.RUPTED BY ANYBODY 
WHEN I TALK. DON'T BE 
OFFENDED MY FRIEND. 
YOU HAVEN'T INTERRUPT- 
ED ME ONCE. IN FACT— 
YOU HAVE BEEN SO QUIET 
THAT I HAVE BEEN ON THE 
VERGE OF STUFFING YOU 
INTO MY ICEBOX DRAWERS. 
OH, COME ON, CAN'T YOU 
TAKE A CHOKE? 




AhKahaha! So you're tact! I mean, your 
back is tingling with anticipation of an- 
other choice.tidbit from my choleric collec- 
tion of calamitous concoctions I This one 
came from an old gook book, rotten — ■ 
pardon: WRITTEN by a maiden aunt of 
mine, a grand old ghoul, who robbed, the 
graves of some of the best people in town. 
So wipe off the blood and have a neat seat, 
while I tell you about this poor laddie in 
drawer S4, Charlie Sloan. Charlie was a. 
steel worker who stole a look at a sweet 
skirt and got himself in a stew! Sssay, isn't 
that last sssentence sssibilant? .'Anyhowl, 
Charlie is still having; a hard time of iU 
You'll see what I mean when I tell about* 



lli 



7/ Charlie Sloan hadn't heen where he. was at that exact moment, this 
tragic tale wight never have been told! But, as assistant-foreman of' 
the. Starke Steele Company Plant #13, he had to be there, had to 
throw that sivitch ... 



And If that beautiful secretary, Mabel Nolan, 
hadn't come to get production- figures from fore* 
man l : rcd White, Ah, but that zvas HER job, 
and she ivas there,,* 




Now. IF — this is a very "iffy" tale— IF Mabel had not given 
Charlie the eve at that instant, and if he had gone over to meet 
her, it WOULD HAVE happened this way . , . 



Charlie would have dated her . 




That evening, Charlie would have heen drcsscd-lo-kilt—but that 
should come later in the story — for his big date.. . 



Though it 7vas mid-June end the evening- still early ttnd light, 
Mabel was tense and anxious*.,. 




Charlie was too much infatuated to notice that she was acting: 
strangely , , . 



But inevitably, her odd, secretive ways had filtered through to his 
love-dosed mind and had made a deep impression . 




Charlie actually troubled with eagerness to reach the Nolan home 
Thursday evening. Evening had not quite wrapped the city in its 
dark mantle: the great round June moon was only beginning to 
appear in the hasy sky. 



He barely noticed the dingy gloom of the hallway, for 
Mabel's warm smile cast a special dazzling light for 
Charlie ... 



I'm so glad you 
came on time, 
Charlie! Mother is 
very anxious to 
meet you. 
1 




Say, this is more like it, 
honey! I was beginning to 
think you were ashamed of 
me. . . you know, just being 
a hefty steelworker! 



Oh, my dearest, 
darling, Charlie ! 
I'm so happy you 
want me, because I 
ivant you even 




Mabel took him in at once to meet her mother. 



(I'm not in the least sur- 
prised to see that Mabel 
has such a lovely 
mother! f~~ 

And I see that she didn t 
exaggerate when she said 
you were handsome. . . and 
so big and strong... with 
nice warm flesh . . . 



Charlie's bewilderment at Mrs. Nolan's words and her chilling 
way of expressing them, turned to stark horror at >ke frightful 
change that came over her , .. 



sr) 
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Mabel's voice was hardy more 
than a xvhisper..,* 



She turned slowly, faced Charlie, 
moved ioivards him,,* pining,,* 




I want you 
all for myself, 
Charlie! YEOWRt 




Mabel weuti have sprung then, her 
terrible claws eager to tear, her needle* 
sharp fangs lipping at Charlie's throat. 



But Charlie did not die at the claws and fangs of a feline sweetheart ! 
You see, he didn't watch where he was going, so fascinated -was he 
with Mabel's beauty. He never would get to meet her now, fo\ 
blindly toppled over the railing, down, down into the cauldror 
white hot molten steel below! 






Hahaha! You see, paleface*, Charlie Sloan 
was spared the horrible death a romance 
would have brought him. He merely- 
tumbled into a cauldron of white hot 
molten steel! UHM! That's why he's so 
darned heavy — he's half-man, half-metal, 
the crazy mixed-up crud! Wait'll 1 shut 
this drawer on lucky Charlie, and show 
you the gal in drawer 23! Enough for the 
moment, you say! Ah, me! Such sensitive 
tummies. . . look what you did to my nice 
clean floor! HA... HAH A... HAH AH A! 



THE END 



It's about slime you slid into my 
Sanctum of Sorrow! Hahaha! that's my 
pet name for the morgue whenever I feel 
giddy, folks. Today, I've pulled a real 
slew of slop out of the gooky grab bag for 
your deadtime story! Speaking of bags, 
I've got her right here in an icebox drawer. 
I mean Gwendolyn, the witch who would 
swear the tale I'm about to tell you is true! 
Well, now, don't turn up your nose. You 



wouldn't smell good yourself if you'd liv- 
ed 400 years without a bath! Now, this 
loathesome load I'm about to ladle out 
happened in a Mid-European kingdom in 
1559, and it's on the level. I wouldn't lie 
to you— not here, in the morgue, anyhow. 
Lie here, and somebody's sure to bury 
you! HA! So, here is the gory goofc I've 
labeled... 



FAIRY TALE 



The powerful and wealthy king became no more than the 
poorest of his subjects when he beheld beautiful Felina , 



7he court wizard, Kiru 
pondered the problem . , . 



beg you humbly, most 
magnificent majesty— spare 
my life! 



Jurod, send Kiru 
the magician to 
me! 



I recall that my library 
contains a tome which 
records my great grand* 
sire's formula... it will 
break any witch's spell! 
it it is painful... cgoniz- 




Felina, I'd like fo nave you for my very own— but 
not as a cat-by-night! Would you submit to the 
torment of Kiru's cure? 



With the hope of cure end marriage to the lung in her heart, Felina would, 
and did, submit fo the magician's ancient aril The agony, as promised, 
was a/most beyond endurance.. t 




The cure foofc a fortnight, and it succeeded only loo well! Kiru brought 
his patient to the eager king one night.,. 



* . * 
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Kit a lost his head over Felmo, but nof in the same way King Kronu did. 
Many distant tana's were searched before Daan was found, fiaan 
was an expert at ciiti^f ^vampires... 



The treatment kills more 
than it cures'. But the cure, if 
achieved, is sure and it is 
permanent! 



If you suceed, Daan, 
then I shall make you a| 
rich man! 




Daan's cure was too monstrous to portray, let it suffice to> 
know* Felina was indeed cured'. She and the king were 
wed shortly afterward. Their honeymoon night produced 
a beautiful full moon. A lady-in-waiting brought the 
bride to his majesty's chamber... 



King Kronu turned slowly, and when felina 
beheld him, the saliva drooling from his fangs, 
the blood froze in her veins. Her streams rent 
the still night!... 



"Her screams rent the 
night..." It cost, a pretty 
penny to rent a night, even 
in those days when there 
was no rent control! Wait, 

don't go away mad on 
accent of my little pun! 
Oh, welll '< 




At 32, Nick Beaie was in the prime of life, 
a healthy, virile man. Too virile. Too good- 
looking. Too conceited. There was one only 
woman who had resisted Nick's charm. 
He hadn't meant to strangle her, only to 
scare her, but she was dead, and now he 
could only dream about love, and that 
was torment. Nick Beale was placed 
behind prison bars for life, and he knew 
that the only way he could make dreams 
become realities was to go... 



OVER THE WALL 




He had gotten as far as one of those nameless 
areas that sprawl along Route U. S. 1, spreading 
into horizons on both sides of the highway. They 
all started with single motels and restaurants, and 
soon there were cafes, service stations, fruit juice 
stands, and a novelty shop where you could buy 
anything from a postage stamp to stack chairs. 
And maybe the proprietor's shapely blonde wife, 
at the novelty shop was the most outstanding site. 

Nick Beale stopped running when he reached a 
palmetto field growing wild behind a motel. He 
crouched low to hide his grey prison suit with the 
broa'd stripe running down to his ankles. He 
watched the rooms whose doors were facing his 
hiding place, and soon a motorist parked his car 
in front of one of those doors. His luggage iden- 
tified the traveler as a salesman. 

Nick waited until the salesman had come out 
of his room, apparently on his way to the lunch- 
room. The traveler hadn't bothered to lock his 
door, so it .was obvious he wouldn't be gone long. 
Nick scooted along, low, until he'd reached the 
door and slid inside. 

Hastily the fugitive opened a suitcase and took 
out a grey worsted suit. 

He balled up his prison garb, and was about to 
leave when he heard footsteps outside. He glanc- 
ed around for some heavy object. There was 
none, but he knew how to use the thick side of 
his hand against the back of a man's neck to make 
a victim succomb quickly and quietly. 

The salesman never saw Nick flattened against 
the wall behind the door. Two seconds later he 
was stretched out on the floor. Nick went through 
his pockets, rifled them of $140 in. cash, a wallet 
with plenty of identification, and a flock of keys, 
including the car keys. 

After he'd done a hasty job of gagging and 
trussing up the unconscious salesman, Nick Beale 
took the luggage out to the car, discarded the 
prison garb in the field among the palmettos and 
drove around to the highway, swinging into the 
southbound lane. 

Maybe, if he hadn't seen blonde Mildred Wallis 
out there trying to peddle some stacked chairs to 
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a middle aged couple, and if her slacks hadn't fit 
quite so tight, Nick would have driven on. But 
that's they way it was, and after having been 
penned up for nearly five years, he obeyed a 
potent urge to stop. 

Within minutes he found himself rummaging 
through the piles of stack chairs, but really savor- 
ing the proprietor's luscious wife with his hungry 
and sensuous eyes. And Mildred Wallis knew he 
was 'there, and he was oh, so young and hand- 
some. 

She glanced inside and saw that her sixtv-three- 
year-old husband had his hands full with"a flock 
of tourists. She had nabbed Miles Wallis right 
after his first wife died, for he was more than 
well-off. But a meal-ticket wasn't enough for a 
girl like Mildred, and she'd been waiting too. 

Nick recognized that excited look in her eves, 
and they hadn't been out there ten minutes when 
Mildred vanished into, the rear of the big shop 
and came out with a small suitcase and an eager 
smile for Nick. 

He drove off U.S. 1, into a highway headed 
westward. Mildred didn't ask where he was tak- 
ing her; she just lit a cigarette and made light 
conversation. She told him that her husband, the 
"old fool," owned the novelty shop, "and no, he 
wouldn't stay mad," for this wasn't the first time 
she had gone off like this, and he was always glad 
to get her back. 

Nick said he was Edwin Adams, a salesman, 
married, but not happy with his wife. Mildred 
switched on the car radio and there was some 
soothing music until it was interrupted by a 
bulletin. 

"Police got a lead on escaped convict Nick 
Beale just twenty minutes ago when a salesman 
from South Carolina reported that he'd been 
struck from behind while entering his motel room, 
and was robbed, bound and gagged. The sales- 
man, Edwin Adams had worked himself free . . ." 

Nick reached over and switched off the radio. 
He looked at Mildred, and while she showed re- 
markable control of her face, her eyes glittered 
with fear. 




"Well, what? If you think I'm going to beg or 
scream, you're crazy." She didn't look at him. 
"Sure, I'm scared. But I don't want to get choked 
to death, like that other girl." 

They drove on without talking till they reached 
a motel that had individual cabins, a rundown 
setup, and Nick looked over at Mildred, but she 
kept staring straight ahead. 

"You come into the office with me." He said. 
"And don't do nothing stupid. Just' think of one 
thing, honey. I like you, I like you a lot. And 
whatever I am, you liked me before you found out. 
You still do, but you're scared. You've got noth- 
ing to be scared about,- believe me." 

It was about four o'clock in the morning when 
the noise of a motor woke Nick out of a sleep that 
bordered on the unconscious. The nervous anxiety 
of waiting to make the break; going over the 
formidable wall; and then the flight through 
swamps crawling with cottonmouths, water moc- 
casins, and a dozen other venomous reptiles, to 
say nothing of the hounds and the lawmen who 
pursued him. Later there was the strain of wait- 
ing in that field at the motel, dashing for the 
salesman's room, slugging him. and escaping. And 
finally, Edwin Adams and Mildred. 

The sound of the motor was already fading in 
the distance by the time Nick Beale was fully 
awake and fully aware of his surroundings. He 
knew Mildred had been through his pockets and 
had taken the car keys; he felt all his pockets 
and knew she'd gotten the wallet, and the $140! 
Who in the hell did she think she was, Cleopatra? 

Mildred Wallis would have some story to tell 
the police — and her husband Nick thought. Nick 
Beale had kidnapped her from right in front of 
the shop ; had forced her to go with him to a 
motel. Exhausted, he had fallen asleep while she 
sat there, afraid to move. So according to her 
nothing had happened, and when she was sure 
he was asleep she snatched the car key and that 
salesman's wallet, just to prove she was telling 
the truth. The police would believe that pack of 
lies, and maybe that oft-cuckolded old husband 



of hers would believe it, too, just because he'd 
want to so badly. 

Nick made a quick survey of the room; there 
was only the salesman's luggage left, and that 
was no good to Nick any more. It was meant to 
serve as part of his disguise if the police had 
stopped him ; but they hadn't. So he left the motel 
without the luggage, and he was running again — 
running, stumbling, not going in any special direc- 
tion, but just moving fast because he knew 
Mildred couldn't keep from going to the law for 
long. Then she'd have to tell, though he wanted 
to believe that she didn't want to inform on him 
because she liked him. 

A few times during the day he thought he 
heard sirens in the far off distance, and he could 
picture cops going over that motel room for clues. 
At sunset, he heard hounds baying, and broke 
out into a cold sweat, thinking they might be 
bloodhounds. He ran harder, faster, muttering 
oaths when he bogged down in swampwater and 
while on dry sand when he needed a body of water 
to throw the bloodhounds off the scent. 

When night fell there was no moon. That was 
good for Nick, he figured, 'cause he would be 
obscured. But that wasn't really good, because 
he could be running in circles and all the time be 
right near the motel. He had trudged through the 
rugged woods all day, and now he just couldn't 
stand up any longer. He quit, throwing himself 
to the ground. The mosquitoes sensed his presence 
and they came swarming down on him. Nick 
never noticed them; he sank into a deep, troubled 
sleep. 

He dreamt that growling, vicious dogs — blood- 
hounds — we're after him. Their barking sounded 
so real it woke him up; but the barking- and bay- 
ing was real, and not so distant this time. He 
could see little pinpoints of light piercing the 
darkness of the woods as he . struggled to his feet. 
He managed to stagger off in the opposite direc- 
tion, and then broke into a run. 

He knew they'd keep those hounds leashed till 
it looked as if they were hot on. the scent. Then 
they'd unleash them and the hounds would out- 
run Nick easily. They would surround him, and 
tree him, and hold him there till the cops came 
and took him back to prison. 

Finally he came to a big building that resembled 
a factory. It had a high hurricane fence around 
it and it sprawled for a long distance on either 
side of him. Nick had a choice of running in 
either direction or back, but the baying pack was 
coming closer. 

His best chance of escaping was scaling that 
fence. That could delay the cops, His fingers 
ached as he clawed his way up, gripping the 
heavy wire, holding up his entire body whenever 
his leather soles slipped. 

By the time he made it to the top Nick's hands 
had been torn by five rows of sharp barbed wire, 
but he ignored the pain as he heard the leaders 
of the howling pack break from the woods and 
race across the clearing behind him. 

On the other side, big dark shapes loomed out 
of the blackness, and Nick felt reasonably sure 
that they were factory buildings. Soon he came 
to a place where the buildings were lighted up. 
He saw men in uniform, soldiers. This was some 
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CONTINUED ON PAGE 60 ** 



Alec, you've done itl You've fit the 
pieces of the puzzle together-the one 
puzzle that nobody else in your club 



No? Well, let's see if I can 
change your mind about MY 
chances of returning once I 
get therel . . . 




PUZZLE 



All if fades is a demonstration of the skill 
and speed with which he can solve a few 
simple puzzles that seem staggeringly dif- 
ficult to the simple native guide! 



Bwama has strong medi- 
cine up here! HE will not 
be swallowed up like the 
ethersl Yes, I lead him to 
elephant graveyardl 



After a long trek through the trackless 
jungle . , , 




I could chastise Martin with cross 
words-but, HA, HA, HA, cross 
word puzzles didn't interest him 
now! tusk, tusk, tusk! 
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Welcome to the morgue once again, and step this 
way, my friends ... ! Oh, now don't be afraid to 
come close! I want to tell you about this cool 
character in drawer 133 and his eternal problem. 
Your spirit may hold back, but I promise you your 
flesh will crawl when I let Stewart Holm tell you his 
shivery true-to-death experience he has chosen to 
call. . . 



musT 




I can't stand much mere 
of this! I want to get it 
over with... and yet, I 
don't want to die! 




And then they did come... 




This was if, then— the padre murmuring 
prayers, my legs giving way under me 
so that the guards had 1o drag me to 
the green door and through it... 



It was all just as I'd seen it 
in my dream— horrible, a 
living nightmare.' I'd 
smell the stench of 
burning flesh . I'd scream , 



I screamed myself awake again! Oh, And so the dreams went on 
lord, when will this frightful dreaming for another week, and they 



end? How many times must I die 
again? . 




were worse than death itself! 
The time finally came ...I 
was awake and knew it. I 
could hear the warden's slow 
approach, the murmuring of 
the padre... 



April 10th.., ten p.m. I. 
• I'm not dreaming now! This .„ 
I the day, the hour, the minute") 



They came in, as they had in my 
dreams, but I had to be sure... 



I've been through 
it so many times, 
warden, is this the 
real thing? Am I 
really awake? 



Yes, Holm, 
you're awake. 
Come on, it's 
time to go! 

' \ 






A feeling of relief come over me os I took that last 
mile on my own? Somehow the little green door 
looked like an old friend. I felt' this way because the 
torment was over, the tortured nightmares ended ... 



I even felt myself smifa a little OS the 
executioner fastened the metal headpiece 
in place . . . 




The padre's prayers, the drone of his voice— they were 
comforting somehow. I don't believe I was as tense as 
the witnesses and reporters who were there; or the 
warden, who glanced at the executioner and nodded... 

MB" 




It started with the hum that grew into a 
roar and filled me and pulled at my insides. 
I smelted burning flesh! Could this mad 
thing be happening to me? And above 
all, before the blackness, I knew this was 
the end of all dreaming and I died happy... 



There was nothing after that. I slept 
and was undisturbed. This was 
pure happiness, this nothingness. 
But suddenly the voice... THAT 
VOICE! 



Come on, Stewart Holm, 
time for you to go now! 



It was a voice a couldn't resist! So I left my 
pine bed, my quiet rest... and I knew that 
I was doomed to an eternity of dreaming 






Hafiaha! Stewart was sure 
turned op to find they 
were going to keep burn- 
ing him forever! He just 
fried himself to sleep! 
Haha! Oh, my! It's time 
to slide the ice box drawer 
closed again, so, if YOU 
haven't burned anybody, 
goodnight... and pleas- 
ant dreams?... 
HAHAHAhahaha... 

THE END 
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How you-all? Guess wfiaf. I've got a winning hand for you. Three-of-a- 
kind and a JOKER. The joker, Clayton Graves, was a pig farmer. And 
he lived like one— a pig, I mean, on his iwo sloppy acres down Sooth. 
Please don't think Clay didn't have his eyes on the future. He knew what 
he wanted, and he didn't care how many wives he had to kill to get it. 
But the real star of our story is Ella May Graves, Clay's 15-year-old 
daughter. A most attractive child, born of his first wife, Annie Lou. It 
seems that no matter what her daddy-a did, Ella May loved him and 
would do anything to help him. Clay, handsome and determined, but 
frustrated, had Ella to thank in the end for getting him what he wanted. 
So I've named this touching, tale for her... 



DAUGHTER 



"Ah'm Ella May Graves. Ah 
loved my paw so much it hurt. 
And knowin' how bad he wanted 
something it made me sick inside, 
'cause ah had no way o' gittin' 
it fo' him. Paw wanted a Cadil- 
lac. Nothin' special, just a sedan 
or a hardtop, long as it was new 
and shiny ... 




Ah do declah, 
Daisy, this 
here Dodge is 
so clean and 
purty, -why, 
it's jest like 



I Sho' 'nuff 
I Clayton? It. 
I feels right 
| good comin 
I from a hand- 
1 some man like 



you, honey! J you! Ah mean 



"Daisy Dalrymple didn't have to 
finish what she started to say. 
Ah'd seen how she looked at Paw 
whenever she come to buy a ham, 
so Ah knew What she meant ... 



"Ah was only 15 at the time, but "Ah'd only walked down the road a 
Ah knew jest about everything piece when Ah heard Paw's squirrel 
Paw was thinkin* and what he gun go boom! And Ah hoped he 



was goin' to do next. . . 



wouldn't fohget to call me so the sup- 
puh Maw had started wouldn't git 
burnt up . . . 




"Paw was 
real smart, 
and after a 
couple o' 
weeks, him 
and me, we 
went to see 
Justice o' 
the Peace Si 
Roberts . . . 



Is that true, Ella May? Yo' mama 
just upped and walked out on yo' 

^UELZ™ VTt happened right after 




"So Justice Roberts, he writ somethin' on 
paper and made Paw iwar it was the truth, 
and Paw put his X on it. But Ah kept mah 
fingers crossed fer both of us, so's the lie 
wouldn't count . . . 




"A couple o' days later — it was at night — Ah caught Paw and Daisy sparkin'. Ah was 
itchy t' find out how things was . . . 




"Befoh long they got them- 
selves all married up, and Paw 
celebrated by puttin' a lit 
match to the gas tank o' his 
old rundown Model A. But a 
ol' Dodge ain't no Cadillac. . . 

Mah husband is the 
handsomest man Ah 
ever did see ! 



"Ah knew how it'd be with 
Paw. The Dodge would git 
run into the ground, and he'd 
git to hate it like he did thet 
ol' Model T. And he cussed at 
it and said only a Caddy was 
worth th' trouble o' keep it 
fine and shinylike . . . 



"Th' reason Ah knew 
axac'ly when it was goin' 
to happen is, Ah saw Paw 
making sweet talk with 
the Widder Jamison, who 
had a new Buick. And 
after it happened, Sheriff 
Ed Hummer asked Paw 
and me what happened t' 
ol' Daisy . . . 




"Jest a couple o' months skitted by 'foh Paw "had 
a accident that smashed-up the widder's Buick, 
and 'cause she "run off" b'foh long, she ain't 
worth tellin' about. Anyhow, a Cadillac come into 
Paw's life, and a right purty blonde with it 



A yeller Caddy. Ah 
do declah, Miss Ben- 
nett, it jest seems t' 
fit yo'! Both so 
smooth and shiny 
and beautiful 



Yo* have such a ro- 
mantic way o' talkin' ! 
But Ah came heah fo' 
one o' yo' fine smoke 
hams, Clay. 




''Maggie Bennett drove away, and me an* Paw 
jest stood there gawkin'. So that's what they 
been sayin* in town: Paw'd done in his wives 
to git their autymobiles ! It was rotten, them, 
sayin' that, even if 't was true. They didn't have 
no proof! But that ain't what hurt Paw most . . . 



Ah never succeeded at nothin', Ella May! 
Yo' know how hard Ah tried, honey! 
(choke) Ah didn't want so awful much 
out o' life, did Ah, baby? If'n Ah could've 
just had a RIDE in a Cadillac . . . not own 
it, Ella May — jest RIDE in one . . . (sob) 




"Maggie Bennett was all smiles, till after she 
bought that ham from Paw. 



Miss Maggie.. 
Ah thought 
yo' might 
come inside 
fo' a cool 
drink . . . 



Yo' mean, yo' want 
me inside so's yo' can 
romance me. and git 
me t' marry yo'. And 
then this Caddy'd be 
yores, and yo'd tell 
th' author'ties in town 
Ah run off with an- 
other man. No 
thanks, Clayton 
Graves ! Ah got a lot 
o' livin' t' do! 



. t *A 



"Ah got Paw's squirrel gun off 'n the wall. 
Ah cleaned it, put in the powdah arid ball 
mahself, all the time cryin' t' bust mah 
heart. Then Ah went out to Paw and aimed 
real good ... 



Ah ain't never been a good 
daughter, 'cause Ah never done 
what Ah know'd Ah should have 



done. Paw. 



Ah cain't stand seein' 
yo' achin' inside no 




"Well, Ah had to give all Paw's pigs, and the shack, and two acres t' 
Mr. Peebles, th' buryin' man, t' do it, but Ah couldn't run the pig farm 
anyhow, 'cause Sheriff Hummer says Ah got t' stay with him till they 
decide what t' do with me. Ah'm sho' 'nuff pleased with mahself, 
'cause Ah finally got Paw his ride in a Cadillac, an' with his own chauf- 
fuh, too ! .i,,^, 




SICK 

GREETING 
CARDS 



So you're 

NERVOUS 
TIRED 
BEAT 
LAME 

miserable 
disgusted 




Jusf 

so yours not* SfCtC 



gad/ THAT'^ 

WHAT I CALL 

APARryy 




condr adulations 




I see you gfot 
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lurching unsteadily, he edged over Jo the 
wall of the building. There he leaned, 
weak, with dols of ice-cold sweat p'mpling 
his forehead. He could feel the pulse-beat 
throbbing wildly in his temples. And in 
side his throat, there was... 



Have to pull myself together. 
Think calmly. Try to remember 
how this started. When., 
first felt... this thirst. 





That's when it started. 




That's odd. I've been drinking 
all night. How come I'm so 
thirsty all of a sudden? 




if had been as if a blazing sun had some 
how suddenly been wedged down his 
throat. As if the soft, wet, red insides 
of his gullet were suddenly as dry as 
desert sands. Instead of rejoining his 
friends at the party, he had found 
himself running desperately down the 
street, compelled by some strange 
power to search in the darkness for... 



...That's right. The party. I 
.remember now. J was at the 
party, having a good time. 
But it got hot in there. Stuffy. 
I stepped out for a breath of 
fresh air. 

...And now here he was 
trying to think calmly. 



i 



Hey, 1 know this street. I 
know just where 1 am. 
Right around the corner 
from my apartment 
house... but there's some- 
thing different about it 
tonight. 





That little store. 
That's what's 
different. Never 
noticed it before, 
lj| That's odd. It's 
all lit up. 




What's that stuff in the window? Beet 
soup, 1 guess. Never touch the stuff. 
Look at all those jars. That's odd. All 
of a sudden I feel a yen for beet soup. 
But why not? I'd try anything, just 
to get rid of this thirst. 

tr 



By now the walls of his throat were 
so painfully abrasive that when he 
tried to speak, only strangled raspings 
came out, But the man behind the 
counter seemed to know exactly what 
he had come in for. 




He slapped a dollar onto fhe 
counter, nof waiting for 
change, and ran from fhe 
store. 

[My apartment, 
get there. Get upstairs.; 
! Drink this stuff. 



He was running soundlessly over the 
thick rug on the floor of fhe apartment 
house foyer when he caught a sudden 
shocked glimpse of a strange figure 
running beside him. 





Wall, (idle, hello, hello/ Hahahol Oh, I'm in o very amiable 
meed tonight! I've a touch of the frantic-romantic for you— 
a rather ghastly glided-four through the tunnel-of-love! In 
fact, the romance between Chet Warfon and Gladys fvons 
is so hot, they've decided to moke their home here in the 
morgue, so they can keep ghouldl Hat 
Chef and Gladys haven't arrived yet, but I've reserved these 
drawers for them-numbers 24 and 25. Their agesl I'm ze 
sentimental! Our setting for tonight's liffle peppysode is 
Cruddyview Amusement Park, which sprawls on the other side 
of the city dump. Picture, if you will, the murky, miasmic 
wafers of the funnel-of-love, its walls reeking with slime. 
Chef and Gladys, who are married, but not to each other, 
drift towards the great black maw of the tunnel. Thus starts 
our love letter, tenderly entitled . . . 




A SHRIEK IN THE NIGHT 



The park was sparkling and gay with youth, with myriad 
llgths, with trashing clashing cacophony of strident voices 
blended with music piped over several score amplifiers, the 
oddfy-offkey blare from the carousel, and the offbeat punc- 
tuation from the shooting gallery. Chet and Gladys were 
there, but drifting into some dark world of their own . . . 



Safe in the Stygian darkness that enveloped them, the lovers 
flung themselves Into each other's arms, half-suffocated 
themselves with a breathless embrace . . . 




Revolting, what? But don't worry, friends, if could be— and 
undoubtedly Will, be— worse! But let your hearts bleed a 
teeny-weeny bit for our lovers 



Gladys, baby, I wish we 
never had to come out of 
here. I don't ever want to. 
go home! 
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As they rounded a turn, in their gondola, semi-slupified by the seenf of 
stagnant water, a grizzly scene brought a terrified shriek from Glady's throat... 




Suddenly, another tableau came into view; a scene that drew 
ihe warmth from their bodies and brought a rasping cry 
from Chef Warton's lips. 





The lovers drifted off in a timeless sleep, and awoke 
only when their mouldering gondola slid out of the 
tunnel into the open night,..! 



And then, dreading to look at each other, but 
drawn by some invisible force, they stared with 
mixed horror and disgust... jfj 




The sounds, the music and voice*, they were alt the same— but muled, 
funereal. Chefs tired brain struggled and squeezed out no certain 
answer, only a vague hope . , , 



The man-made current carried the gondola laxity back 
into th* gaping tunnel... 



Maybe if we go back 
the way we came, 
Gladys ... back to 
the beginning. May- 
be then time will also 
i back. 




When we come to those 
scenes, Gladys, don't 
look at them. Maybe 
they're what did this 



We did this to ourselves. *V 
We and everything a- I 
round us decayed because I 
we were rotten insidel I I 
hate you, Chet, and I hate I 
myself morel § 




Remorse was the whip which /logged them. It was a purge for 
their withered souls. They drifted on through the darkness, their 
eyes closed against the horrendous tableaux that lined the tunnel 
walls. Then, at long last, faint sounds fell on their ears. They 
dared open their eyes, and light from the distant tunnel entrance 
kindled new hope in their hearts , , . 



And as they emerged Into the /oyous scene of youth, music and 
fight, | their journey apparently at a happy end, remorse was 
forgotten. They had cheated fate as they had cheated life... 



It's all like it was, Gladys. I 
No need to change things 
between us! 

8fc£ 




Chef Warfon and Gladys Fvans turned to embrace—but only r L , , . ... 

their tired, lifeless eyes met. Time had gone batk for every How do you like that! Those old fogies are HM 
ant. wry thing ...but not for them. NOT FOR THEMI in their middle twenties . . . very still. They 

have each other now, Chef and Gladys. No- 
body else wants them! Heh! They'll be - 
headed this way before long, and that's why 
I'm keeping a drawer open for theml I'm 
disgustingly sentimental, what? 










25 
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Whatever made you ihink I love you for your money? 
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..I've got another ice box drawer open, my 
morbid little friends, so slither right in, be 

j my guests in drooling over its contents, I've 
got & chilly-dilly to tell you. . . it involves 
a gruesome twosome, the Phelan brothers. 
One of them wasn't so bad, but the other— 

| ugh ! There are no words terrible enough 
to describe Lloyd Phelan, except perhaps 
an autopsy. . . no? Too mmmGORY for 
you? Ah, me, then let us get on with our 
horrible plot . . . 



CAPITAL 
PUNISHMENT 




Lloyd Phelan* s glittering eyes hurled defiance at Judge Cox, 
defying him to do his worst! The black-robed man on the bench 
convulsed with rage , . . 



No man was more unlike Lloyd than his brother Tout. Tom was 
gentle,, kind and virtuous. Everyone adored hint. Yet, Lloyd had 
a strange influence over Tom — .but more about that later... 



You're the epitome of evil! Never would 
I have believed a man could admit — and glee- 
fully, at that — he cold-bloodedly committed 
murder and (choke) I'd have to turn that man 
free 1 





Now don't start to lecture me, before we 
even get out of court! Ha! It's easy to get 
away with murder... when you know how ! 



Lloyd, that' 
not funny! It's 
rotten of you 
to say that I 



[You saw the whole thing, Tom. ... that look of con- 
tempt on Matt Neilson's face when I told him I was | 
in love with Molly! He had to die for that! 




Die because of the way he looked at 
you? No, Lloyd, since we were chil- 
dren you've known you could get 
away with anything, and there's little 
you haven't tried ! And now. . . 
murder! 



Llovd Phelan seemed hopelessly warped, unspeakably vicious, 
unalterably incorrigible. But gradually, during the next month, he 
seemed to change... 



...But why would you 
want to see Molly Gib- 
bons after what hap- 
pened? She was in love 
with Matt Neilson ! 



Conscience, Tom... call it. 
what you will! I'll go out 
of my mind if I don't talk to 
her! I. . . I've got to make 
her know how sorry I am ! 




I wish I could be- 
lieve you mean 
that, Lloyd! 



You've got to believe it! For 
the first time in my life I 
know what it means to be 
sorry for something I've 
donel 




Hope glowed in Tom's heart! How often he had dreamed that 
his brother might one day see the light! And he did believe that 
that day had at last arrived . . . 



can't promise what Molly will do, ||||ppF 
I'll call her and ask if she'll see 





Motty Gibbon? robe- sn$?e$ over (R» plme &Tte hm& Ton 
Phelan's voice. But her voice exploded sharply when he wen* 
Honed Lloyd's wish.., . 



She'll see me, t,loy&! Come on, per- 
haps 'when she sees how sincerely j 
you are she'll soften! 




Molly Gibbons replied with %cy silence * Tom writhed uneomfori- Tom and Molly hoik tried to wa'ke conversation as they drove 
cbly. tm he hoped she would feel differently towards Lloyd I -Noth- along, but Lloyd's presence seemed to tie the lovely girl's tongue** 
ing must make his brother regret his change of heart... ( ? / mgr 



fj |about a nice ride out in the country? 

v. 





No oilier words were spoken until they'd readied a heavily wo'adect 
area a long way from tozvn . . . 

I... I don't feel -well, Tom 



There appeared on Lloyd's fare an expression that revealed alt 

the evil in his heart! To Tom's horror his brother seised Molly 
and drew her to him! Her shrieks, the deep bloodv gouges she 
clawed into his face, nothing made him abandon his purpose,,. 




Tom mumbled something about pay- 
ing for that murder he was about 
to commit in advance! lie moved 
swiftly, suddenly... draining the 
deadly cotitents of the bottle... 



Tom! Damn you* W 
Tom. . . what have f 
you done to me ? ! ! J I 



So Tom Phelan'became his broth- 
er's judge, jury and executioner — 
and his ozvn as well! For death to 
one SIAMESE TWIN was sure 
death to the other! Lloyd had time 




Phew, that was a close 
shave, wasn't it ? Those 
brothers were inseparable, but 
they couldn't stand each other. 
They couldn't stand without 
each other, either! I've got 
both of them right here in the 
drawer if you'd like to. * i I 
No? I never saw such squeam- 
ish peoplel Hahahaha... 




THE CORPSE TALKS BACK! 

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 21 



The air was so thick with hate and re- 
vulsion you could have sliced it. with a 
knife. Swenson and McGraw stood close 
to the door, ready to run for it should the 
gin-crazed seaman go berserk. They tried 
to coax both adversaries to cool off, but 
their blood was pumping fast through their 
hot heads, and the roaring in their ears 
kept them from hearing anything that 
wasn't shouted. 

They circled around each other, Fleming 
with the jagged bottle poised in readiness, 
Hogan edging towards the table. Then the 
big guy grabbed a chair by its back and 
held it out to the side. The table was be- 
tween them, but Hogan, his face taut and 
white, shoved it across the room with the 
bottom of his foot. Swenson opened the 
door for a fast getaway, and McGraw 
stood close by him. They knew, as well as 
Fleming did, that Hogan was going 
through with it.. 




RECORD YOUR 
VOICE AT HOME 



Then it happened. Fleming- was going 
to let strike first. He lunged with all his 
might, thrusting at Hogan's gut with the 
deadly jagged bottle. Who'd expect a 
drunken man-mountain to move like a 
panther? He sidestepped, and Fleming 
went past him, off-balance. If he'd kept 
going, if he hadn't tried to put the brakes 
on, he might have made it. But he teetered 
on the balls of his feet just long enough 
for Hogan to swing the chair in an over- 
head arc and bring it down on the back 
of Fleming's head with a sickening crunch- 
ing cracking of bone. The 280-pound drive 
slammed him to the floor, and he never 
even twitched. 

Hogan staggered back, breathing hard, 
looking down at the body. Then he looked 
at the chair as if it was responsible for 
the loathesome act. He threw it against the 
wall, with an oath of contempt. 

"It ... it wasn't me that started it," he 
mumbled thickly. "When a guy comes at 
you with a bottle and says he's goin' to 
slice you up, you got to defend yourself. 
It was self-defense. You guys will back me 
ud on that.." 
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Hogan looked around, shook his head that Fleming answered. His silence was 

and. rubbed his eyes. He called Swenson enough for Harry Hogan, who gulp down 

and McGraw, but he saw the door open a good slug himself 

and knew they'd made a hurried exit. "It was self-defense, Mike . . ." Hogan 

...„,, •...*!*.*» sank down onto the chair beside the table. 

All of the vicious hate and rage had left He looked down at the lifeless heap and 

Hogan the moment he saw Fleming go Fleming suddenly looked very small to 

down. For some reason he thought that him. The whole idea of self-defense sound- 

if he tidied up the room it would make ed ludicrous, drunk as Hogan was 

things all right again After an hour his "The cops'll laugh," he muttered. "Even 

brain had begun to clear a little. He had if I cop a guilty plea, I'll get ten years. Ten 

fXi w i° r &r \ £? ur ™thout taking a years without a drink, without a woman, 

drink. _ He leaned his elbow on the table without...." 

with his palm supporting his massive head, Hogan took a long swi°- from the bottle 

never taking his eyes off Mike Fleming. and he almost choked on the stuff when he' 

"Listen, Flem," he said, "you can quit heard a voice say: "You're going to fry 

stalling. Get up and go home." But then Harry!" 

he realized Fleming was dead, and started He looked around, and there was no- 

to whine to the corpse, "It was self-defense? body there except Fleming. 

it , „ "So you are alive, you crud," he said, 

Harry rubbed his face; his mouth felt slamming the bottle down on the table, 
like an old boot. He doddered carefully "You had me scared, Mike. I thought sure 
around t -ody, excusing himself and ex- you was dead, and I'd have to go up the 
plaining needed something to oil his river for it." 

tonsils. Then he got another bottle of gin. Hogan said that it was a good joke on 
He even started to offer the corpse a drink, him, and he roared out a mirthless, rasping 
but Mike Fleming wasn't having any. Not laugh, because on the inside he knew that 

0jf J) a m Mike Fleming was dead and 

\lftt/Gft(&Of ijfejt he was his murderer. 
1 FKTOMAUY UVtAUO The corpse didn't stir, but 

h. ™ I,™ „„„„,<,! book -ih. the voice spoke again: "I'm 
kind hi iik«. Hi o iiory of iwo stone cold croaked, Hogan, and 

pJpT.'L^t^opp, 9 .*,: ;; y° u ' re g° in e to fry f 0r it." 

wko find hoppinon onywoy. Hogan almost emptied the 

. . , ,, M bottle before he said anything 

i. «i.d..ccib.dond.hownin more - I nen he thrust out his jaw 
iirond n.w pidur., «nd word, belligerently. But then he heard 

" ;.i«„d.;r..d°nT=ni the dis ^ muffled moan of 
iookinopi.o.u«.Aiiw«,oy the tug whistle, and it sent a 

^£CS£22 chi " through him. He sagged in 
»oiiif,in J „p.,i.„„ or ^e chair and felt weak. 

....fund,™.,,. <Tou g^j^ haye 

* DAYS marked deck in on me, Mike," 

flA*"-^ ^ he mumbled. His speech was 

jS 1 , j^—^ffr,., thickening up again. "I had to-do 

WoT^/ what 1 did « or iW around 

y,;',9 \ 1 £ ot took and was too yellow 

\ to do anything about it. You got 

BOND BOOK CO. ' | / to admit . . ." 

« v»« ti 5t N*. y~* tt. M. *■ Depi <IMS J I 

my copy .1 Ih. Lov. Lif. of ill* M.d.m Horn. I \ tt ~ 

I J . Sorehead. Lousy loser," the 
poitag. and c.o.D. charp.t. | / voice came irom the corpse. 

Mimpi sfT*& , s." s s ■ \ l'? oa played for stakes 

iM , |j\ this time, Hogan. You'll pay 

1 address ' I'M thro «firh the nose. You'll fry 

o" ~zr, s ;«iz:z tm * ood » y°« thick-skuiied punk." 
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Hogan was on his feet again, those big 
hams folded. "Shut up, Fleming. Shut 
your hatch. You're crooked, and you got 
what was coming to you. Any more of your 
lip, and — " 

"And what, Hogan? You going to 
murder me again?" 

Hogan opened and closed his hands with 
a feeling of utter futility. What do you 
do with a corpse that talks back? He 
tossed off the rest of the bottle and hurled 
it angrily against the wall across the room. 
And, as though stimulated by the last gulp 
of gin, it came to him what he could do. 
He bent down and picked up Mike Flem- 
ing's body in his arms as if 160 pounds 
weighed no more than some of the light- 
weight girls he'd met. 

"Now what, Hogan?" the corpse said. 

"If I can't shut you up, I'll put you 
where I caji't hear you." Hogan called 
Fleming a lot of foul names. It bolstered 
his courage. When he heaved the corpse 
over his shoulders, it felt a little stiff. He 
knew that rigor mortis was beginning to 
set in, and it was a good thing he thought 
of this before Mike was to stiff to do any- 
thing with. 

He. moved unsteadily to the door, opened 
it and headed for the dimly-lit stairs. He' 
said SH ! to the stairs when they creaked 
under his feet. When he entered on to the 
fog-laden air outside, it was still and omi- 
nous. The streets were deserted. At three- 
thirty a. m. there wasn't a light on in any 
flat, and only a fuzzy street light glowed 
yellow through the gauzelike mist. 

Hogan listened for a splash when he 
dropped the corpse into the sewer, but 
there was just a hollow thud. It hadn't 
rained for about a week, and the sewer 
was almost dry. He shrugged, put back the 
lid and returned to his flat. He was very 
thirsty and began to hunt for another 
bottle; first in the cupboard over the sink, 
where he sometimes kept the stuff, then 
in the battered bureau, with its chipping, 
dirty paint, and its large tarnished mirror. 

As he slammed shut each empty drawer, 
he hadn't particularly mean to glance up. 
But when he did, he saw himself in the 
mirror. His befuddled mind didn't grasp 
the reflection that stared back at him at 
first, but when it did he staggered back a 
few steps with eyes riveted to the grinning 
face that was on his body's in the mirror. 

It was Mike Fleming's head and face he 
saw, on his own body. 

It looked absurd, that small head on the 
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big body, absurd and grotesque and hor- 
rible. And when Hogan talked Fleming's 
head in the mirror answered him. 

"What're you tryin' to do to me, Flem- 
ing! You're dead, stay that way. You can't 
hurt me now." 

"You cracked me wide open, Hogan. 
Bashed my head in. So I got to see them 
fry you in the hotseat. I got to see them 
stuff you in a pine box and stick you six 
feet into the ground. Then I'll go back 
down into my sewer." 

"I ... I got to get a drink." 

"Sure, go get a drink, you sot. Go drown 
yourself in juniper juice ... but I'll still be 
waitin' for them to catch you and fry you 
like a mackerel." 

Hogan looked around for something to 
throw. He yanked out a drawer and hurled 
it, shattering the mirror. But when the 
mirror was gone, Fleming was still there 
with the small head on the big body, and 
he was still wearing that cynical grin, and 
he said: 

"You smashed me before, Hogan, but I 
came back. You smashed me again, and 
I'm still here. You won't get rid of me, 
'cause yau can't murder me or anybody 
else more than once." 

The big seaman backed up a few steps 
and began to blubber. "Don't squeal on 
me, Fleming. Don't go to the cops. You 
know I didn't mean to croak you." 

"I can't squeal, Hogan. You're the only 
one that can hear me. But there's Swenson 
and McGraw. Maybe they already been 
to the cops. They got a civic duty . . . you 
know what I mean? They can get in plenty 
of hot water if they don't tell how you 
basked my head in with that chair." 

"They won't squeal." 

"I know things now, Hogie. They been 
over to the precinct. Hey, listen. You hear 
the siren. The cops are comin' ... or is it 
a fire engine or an ambulance." 

Hogan cocked his head to one side, and 
his eyes were white with fright. He could 
hear that far off siren, and it was coming 
closer. It had to be the cops. 

"You four-flushin' crook! You belly- 
crawlin' cold-deck creep! You ain't goin' 
to see me in the hotseat, 'cause they ain't 
nabbin' me. I'm larnmin', chiseler, clearin' 
out of this joint, out of New York, out of 
the country!" Hogan shrieked defiantly at 
the grotesque figure grinning at him from 
the mirrorless mirror frame. He turned 
and bolted from the flat and :;e took the 
stairs two-at-a-time. He felt a cold hand 



on his shoulder and knew it was Fleming's 
hand, and he wrenched hard to one side, 
but the hand stayed there. 

* * * 

Sergeant Halman was up front when 
Hogan staggered in looking like a refugee 
from a nightmare, and he was screaming 
for someone to make Fleming let go of his 
shoulder. Halman could smell the gin from 
two yards away, so he just winked at De- 
tective Burrows, who looked up from the 
early edition of a tabloid. Hogan kept 
pleading for them to get Fleming away, 
and Burrows said this guy was a candidate 
for the Bellevue Butterfly Ward. 

"Who is this Fleming?" Sgt. Halman 
said. 

Hogan shuddered and struggled to pull 
himself together. "Swenson and Mc.Graw 
told you it was self-defense, didn't they! 
Mike Fleming come at me with this broken 
bottle, so I brained him with a chair. 

Halman glanced at Burrows and whistled 
softly. He said, "You're confessing to a 
murder, mister? Suppose you just give me 
the who, when and where, so I know this 
isn't just a gin-dream." 



"Not murder. I told you it was self- 
defense." Hogan gave Sgt Halman his ad- 
dress and told him he'd dumped Fleming 
in a sewer in front of the tenement. 

The sergeant looked at the detective 
and nodded grimly. "This bird is pickled 
to the roots of his hair, but you ride over 
and have a look down that sewer." Hal- 
man pressed a button on his high desk, and 
in a few seconds a cop that dwarfed even 
Hogan ambled out. Halman nodded his 
head, and the big cop got a firm grip on 
Hogan's arm and wrist. 

The sergeant said, "I'm booking you on 
suspicion of murder. I got the address. 
What's your name?" 

"Harry Hogan," said the big seaman. 
'But it wasn't murder. Anyhow, why send 
that guy lookin' for Fleming when he's 
right here with his hand on my shoulder 
You ask Mike Fleming." 

"Ask him what?" 

"Ask him if it wasn't self-defense, ser- 
geant! Mike ain't a bad guy. He wouldn't 
want to see me fry for something I did in 
self-defense." 

THE END 
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OVER THE WALL continued from page 33 



kind of army post and the wooden structures were 
barracks. He couldn't turn back, so he shunned 
lighted areas, and looked for a place where to 
hide. He saw an odd-shaped object in front of 
him; and had no idea what it was. He could 
discern that it was heavily-guarded however. 

He could hear men talking excitedly and the 
blood curdling yaps of bloodhounds. It sounded 
as though the cops had been admitted onto the 
base to look for him. 

Motivated by sheer terror and desperation Nick 
plunged through the darkness, headed for the 
strange-shaped and heavily-guarded object. It 
was big enough to hold a man, and with the 
guard's attention drawn to the cops and hounds, 
he might make it. He had nothing to lose any 
more. 

Carefully he crept up the ladder to the object, 
and crawled into the opening. The soldiers on 
duty never noticed him. 

The hounds were still in the yard yapping, when 
somebody climbed up to seal the opening of the 
object which held Nick. Inside Nick sat huddled 
behind a bulky chunk of machinery until every- 
thing was very quiet. Thoughts of the previous 
night and Mildred raced through his mind. He 
envisioned that some day, he'd look her up again, 
and she'd be glad to see him. They'd go off to- 



gether for a much more extended fling next time. 

Suddenly, Nick felt the object which contained 
him, start to move. It wasn't accelerating fast, 
he thought, because it didn't throw him off- 
balance. He also couldn't tell whether it was 
going up, down or to the side. Through little 
portholes over his head he could see bright lights 
outside. 

The police and their hounds gave up the hunt 
because Nick would be caught sooner or later 
anyhow; but mainly, they wanted to watch the 
satellite launching I 

The odd-shaped object was catapulted into 
space by a rocket and disappeared. 

Nick Beale didn't know he was in a satellite but 
he felt uneasy. He began to formulate a speech 
to explain how he came to be in that odd thing. 
He had gotten drunk, and had wandered past the 
guard, and then he blacked out, when he came 
to he found himself in a funny room, sealed in. 
He rehearsed it in his mind. 

At exactly 2:26 a.m., Friday, October 21st, 
1961, according to military records, the satellite 
Argonaut was launched from Cape Canaveral, 
Florida. Not a soul knew that in addition to a 
caged live white rat which was to be fed auto- 
matically, there was a human being aboard that 
missile. 

There were numerous capsules of food, com- 
plete meals in each capsule in the ship. There 
were also "water tablets" — cases of them — a 
chemical substitute for liquid. There was every- 
thing aboard which is needed to sustain life in a 
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satellite, including oxygen tanks, machinery for 
refreshing the oxygen for re-use, a dynamo for 
light, and a peculiar machine that supplied all 
power for other machinery by capturing the sun's 
rays. And, of course, the electronic equipment for 
recording what went on in and around the satel- 
lite. 

If the food capsules and water tablets remained 
usable after the missile reached the areas beyond 
earth's gravity, then flight into space by man 
would be the next step. It was necessary, there- 
fore, that the satellite be brought back to earth, 
but that was no longer a problem. 

In the previous year, in 1960, a smaller satellite 
had been brought back from orbit by radio remote 
control. Man had taken another great step to- 
wards his space-conquering goal — a greater step 
than any of the myriad officers and scientists at 
the launching base that day dared to anticipate. 
Man had been launched into space! 



Nick Beale lay unconscious on the floor of the 
satellite. There is a timelessness in the outer 
spaces, emphasized to a greater degree by seclu- 
sion in an object whirling through that space. 

When Nick came to, he was not in the least 
concerned with timelessness, but with freeing 
himself from this strang'e cell that held him pris- 
oner. He couldn't comprehend what had happen- 
ed after he made his first move towards the sealed 
door and was drawn violently toward it. He only 



knew that he must move carefully or cause grave 
injury to himself. He didn't realize that this was 
caused by the departure of the pull of gravity 
when the satellite went into orbit. 

Nick couldn't sleep; events had unnerved him 
too greatly, and being trapped in this peculiar 
room troubled him. Sooner or later he expected 
someone to open the sealed door and discover 
him there. When daylight came he discovered 
the light switch, the big crates of food capsules 
and water tablets, the white rat, the assorted 
machinery and equipment. He didn't touch the 
food, expecting he would be rescued momentarily. 
He spent the empty hours dreaming of the things 
that mattered to him most: freedom feasts — and 
females. 

He recalled some of the many women he had 
known in the past; tried to re-live those tender 
and intimate moments he had spent with them. 
He even recalled the one he had strangled and 
morbidly dwelt on that episode for some time. 

But it was Mildred Wallis that he remembered 
best, because she had been his most recent ad- 
venture, and he thought perhaps he had fallen 
in love with her. He was certain that she had been 
in love with him. He imagined that she kept 
watching for him, dreaming about him, longing 
for him. He wouldn't disappoint her. Some day 
he would go back and get her, and pick up where 
they left off in that shabby motel. 
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In his timelessness, NicTc Beale had lost com- 
plete track of day and night — of time — except 
when his stomach told him he was hungry. He 
had abandoned hope of being rescued quickly, 
and started eating the food capsules and quench- 
ing his thirst with the- water tablets. The supply, 
was abundant, so the problem of running out of 
food did not enter Nick's mind but, he longed for 
solid food — a steak and all the fixings — even for 
the greasy stew of prison fare. 

He felt. very well, owing to the purity of the 
air he was breathing. But the presence of the rat 
disturbed him. 




After what he estimated to be a month went by, 
the rat turned grey and feeble and died, and he 
dropped it into the toilet, from which it was re- 
leased into a tank of quicklime. For a while Nick 
Missed that rat; it was his only living company 
and he had grown to know it intimately. But in 
those long waking moments he had almost always 
resorted to those reveries of women past, and he 




planned for the time when he'd be bade with 

them in new and gayer escapades. 

His long incarceration had one compensation, 
the police must have given up the search for 
him by now. 

He had a good growth of beard, and he'd keep 
that as a disguise, trimming it nicely. It might 
even appeal to some women. He'd keep it till he 
had left the country, anyhow. 

After what he was sure was more than at least 
a half-year went by, Nick even stopped imagining 
himself- with women. Not that he didn't try to 
envision them, but their images always became 
undiscemible. He simply forgot what they were 
like, what they looked like, everything about them 
except that he remembered they were something 
to be desired. 

_ This lack of memory troubled him more than a 
little. But what bothered him more was his in- 
ability to stand up. He couldn't have exercise in 
that cramped area if he had wanted to. Nick 
consoled himself with the belief that everything 
would be normal again when he was set free from 
his strange prison, and received some medical 
help. 

Finally it happened. He was Jolted out of hiss 
sleep one day. There was a scraping of metal 
outside the door and Nick tried to call out. But 
his voice, so long unused, refused to respond to his 
efforts ; nor could he stand up when he tried again. 
But that didn't matter. Here was freedom at last 
— except, he thought uneasily, what if the police 
should be waiting. 
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sparkling setting in the home. Adds class 
to any party or gathering, and points up 
the cleverness of its proud owner. Anu. for 
relaxing at home, in the parlor, den or 
basement it's certainly a convenient, hand* 
some addition. Only $5,98. Comparable 
in satisfaction and utility to bars selling 
for 130,. A perfect gift for any occasion. 

10 DAY FREE TRIAL 

Order today! If not delighted return for 
refund. Because of its large size we are 
forced to ask for G3( shipping charges. 



FEATURES 

> Personalized With Your Initials 
» It's Portable-Sets Up Indoors Or Out 
• Built-in Shelf Holds Full Party Supplies 
» Stain Resistant Bar Top 



MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 



It's Big— 39" wide, 38" high, 13" deep 

Sturdily built of aluminum laminated and wood grain finished 
Mult i Flute Fibreboard, this handsome personalized Home ' 
Bar is resistant to alcohol and soda stains. Handy built-in 
shelf holds full supply ot bottles, glasses and napkins. Full 
size bar top holds drinks, pretzels, chips, etc. Sets up in a 
jiffy and folds compact for easy, storage. A beauty for your 
home, and a novel gift. State initials desired with each order 



S. J. Wegman Co., Dept. V?R-5"5" 
LYNBROOK, NEW YORK 

Rush my new personalized portable Home 
Bar at once. If I am not delighted t may 
return it after ten days Free Trial for 
prompt refund of full purchase price 
"fl Send CO D. I will pay postman on 
delivery plus 0.0.0. shipping charges 
£U enclose 55.98 plus shipping charges 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

MY INITIALS ARE 
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Two men wearing' strange military 
garb carried Nick Beale out into the 
sunlight. Excited officers, also 
strangely-dressed, gathered about 
and hurled eager questions at Nick. 
He again tried to speak.but couldn't. 
He couldn't understand the reason 
for their excitement because what 
Nick didn't know was that the sat 
ellite had been brought back to 
Earth in the year 2110, sixty years 
after its launching! 

Nick Beale didn't even know that 
he was now an old man, 92 years 
old, far beyond dreams of gay es 
capades and passion. 

Nick Beale had served his life 
sentence in solitary confinement, in 
a strange lonely prison of his own 
choosing! 





Forty years they Jiad been married. Forty years 
she had made the living; then he died. The 
thrifty widow instructed that his body be cremated 
and the ashes delivered to her. Carefully placing 
them in an hourglass she set on the mantle, she 
sat down to rock, and said: "Now, you worthless 
bum,, at last you're going-to work." 

"Mother, come quickly!" 

"What's the matter, dear?" 

"Billy's eating all the raisins off the flypaper." 

The waitress was wondering why the elderly 
man was eating", while his wile merely stared out 
the •window.. 

"Aren't you hungry?" she asked the lady. 

"Sure am," the lady replied* "I'm just waiting 
till Pa gets through with the teeth." 

"This is the third operating table you've ruined 
this month, Dr. Zindley. You must learn not-tQ 
tut so deeply." 

Mrs. Jones had just stepped out of the shower 
when the butler knocked on. the door o£ her dress- 
ing room. "What is it?" she called. 

"I hate to be the one to tell you, ma'am," he 
said, "but your husband was just run over by a 
steam roller." 

"Well I'm not dressed," she saich "Just slip him 
* tinder the door." 

Misguided Person: "The dog seems to like to 
Watch you cut hair." 

Union Barber: "Not particularly, 'but sometimes 
I slip and snip off art ear." 




The skilled hand of the German gunsmith Is re- 
sponsible for this .22 caliber. 6-shot repeater 
automatic with self-ejecting clip. j ust 4. i ongt 
fits easily into pocket or purse. Ideal for sporting 
events, stage use (not available to Calir. resi- 
dents). Comes for J8.95 ppd. from a*., vohws 
»*. 0399 *>* Msrfcrt SI. ttowvt, N.w .tansy. 



"Goodness, George, this isn't 
our baby. This is another 
carriage." 

"Shut up. This is a better 
carriage." 



63 




The Hew Combination 
Adjustable Waist 
and Abdominal Leveler 

Slenderizes Both Abdomen and Waist 

Figure Slimmer corrects the faults of other Bar* 
merits. Some hold in the stomach but push out the, 
waist. Figure Slimmer slenderizes both the waist 
and abdominal appearance at the same time. You 
will look inches slimmer and feel wonderful. 

Holds Back Together 

figure Slimmer is wonderful for that fatling-apart 
back feeling. Its firm, gentle compressing action 
snakes you feel good and secure. 

Appear Inches Slimmer 

Figure Slimmer flattens 
your front and takes in 
inches off your appear- 
ance. Clothes will look 
well on you now! 

Adjustable 

Figure summer's adjust* 
able feature makes it 
easy for you to have a 
small . waistline look. 
Trousers now look good 
and fit swell. You can 
take yourself in more 
inches if you wish, with 
this novel adjustable 
feature. Try 10 days! 



TRY IO DAYS FREE 



J W«.'d Gr..n Co„«W,61 St., H. Y. 2* Mpr. M». £ 
vol the- ntw Figure) Slim, fl 
dayt, t con return jt (oi £ 
:* if nof lotiified'. g 

□ Send C.O.D, I will poy poitman plut postage. | 

□ J enclose J3.49, Sand it prepaid. ;J3.?6 ferpj 
waiit 46 and up.} EXTRA notch piece*, 50c each. " 




My wo.,., mean* 
I NAME .... , .. 
I ADDRESS ... . 

! cirr * 



is mH.Inct.Uf, 



...20NE... ....... STATE . 



your 



"Madam, may I 
daughter?" 

"No. Get out and stay out!" 

"But, madam, see this badge? 
I'm respectable. I'm a detec- 
tive." 

"Oh, I'm sorry; come in. I 
thought it was a fraternity pin." 
• 

He drank with curvy Mable, 
The pace was fast and furious. 
He slid beneath the table- 
Not drunk, but merely curious. 
• 

Wife- (Fishing) : "Oh, Chester, 
I've got a bite! What shall I do?" 

Husband: "Reel in your line." 

Wife: "I've done. that. The 
fish is tight against the end of the 
polel What should I do next?" 

Husband: "Shinny up the rod 
and strangle it." 

• 

His face "was flushed but his 
broad shoulders saved him. 




"Now, when did you first 
notice the headaches?" 
64 




^Baudot 1 



,48. 



'THE TV MOST EXCITING PHOTOGftAFHS Of 
BRIGiFTE BAUDOT (ROM FILMS MADE IN EUROPE WHICH 
VViRE BANNtD AND fOMIDDtH 10 IE SHQWH 
THROUGHOUT THIS C0UNTRY1 

IACH PICTURE IS AH ACJUAL VHMOVCHtO PHO- **■ 
TOGRAPH MADE ON THE FINEST PHOTOGRAPHIC PAPER. 
OUR ORGANIZATION IS THE QNIY ONE WHICH MAKES 
THESE PHOTOGRAPHS, 

AO ACTUAL PHOTOGRAPHS $000 
TO , for »nly L 



m 




JOSL.EY CO., Dtpt. BBS 

1472 »ro»dw*y, New York %t, N. Y. 

PUASE FIND ENCIOSU S f OS IETS OF BKIGITTI lAROOT PUt 

J* CHECK Nam* 
» CASH «<rd»M 
MONEY OeDES eu r , Jioia 



MATIC NEW FIGURE BEAUTY 

i. life**,,, 



• BEAUTIFIES THE FEMININE FIGURE 
• DEVELOPS CHEST 

• SLIMS WAIST- AIDS LEGS 



Now. through the famous Swedish method 
of 'gentle" exercise that doctors recom- 
mend, you can develop the beautiful form 
that you desire. Yes. just 10 minutes a 
day of this scientific development based on 
modern up-to-date principles 
to increase your measurements on Where 
You Wish— Take inches olf where you don't 
want it. Yes. you can actually give yourself 
the shape you desire— the dress size you 
want — firm flesh where fat used to be— and 
new feminine beauty and allure. Take 
inches of* your waislline and hips. "Figure 
Control" is fully adjustable— fully guaran- 
teed Full instructions included. 



slim* waist aids legs 




ADJUSTABLE TENSION 



10 DAY FREE TRIAL 

Try "Figure Control" for 
10 minutes a day in your 
own home. If. alter 10 
days, you don't begin to 
look beiter'and feel 
belter, then simply return 
-for prompt refund of full 
puichase price. Only 

tl^^'Sf''' develops chest 



£3 



MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 



Honor House Products Corp. Dept. BD S3 
| Lynbrook, New York 

■ Rush my "Figure Control" Swedish Method Beauty 
| Developer at once, if 1 am not lOO^fc delighted 

I after 10 day free trial, I may return it for -prompt 
refund of full purchase price 

I.*: ■ enclose $1.98 plus 25f shipping charges Samt 
Guarantee 

I. ■ | e " d r , t '- - D ' ' wi " P a / postman en delivery plu* 
* C.Q.-D. plus shipping, ctiaiges. 

| Name. . . . „ 

{Address , 
1 




IMMEDIATE TRAINING AS 

HEAVY EQUIPMENT 

OPERATING 
ENGINEERS 





EXPERIENCE 
UNNECESSARY 



You will be trained thoroughly for modern heavy equipment 
operation. To meet requirements of new public and private, 
Federal, State and local highway, road, street, bridge, dam 
and other construction programs. Increase from former 
operator supply of 300,000-to 900,000 projected for next two 
years. Operators, with time off for winter, have been earn- 
ing up to $7,000-$10.000. Advancement to foreman earns up 
to $12,000 to $15,000. 



Master Heavy Equipment Operation 

• Tractors 

• Scrapers 



• Graders 

• Rollers 

• Ditchers 

• Shovels 

• Bulldozers 

• Engineering 
Fundamentals 



• Blueprint 
Reading 

• Operating Controls 

• Equipment Operation 

• Field Maintenance 

• Diesel Engine 
Operation 

• Highway 
Construction/ B& 



Immediate nationwide placement service available without 
charge upon completion. Training starts at home. 

If age 17 to 45, Signify interest a? once. 

Mail coupon belevs 




HEAVY EQUIPMENT OPERATING 
ENGINEERS DIVISION 

Northwest Schools, Inc. Dept..H£-l°3 
1 1 East 47th St., New York 17, N. Y. 
Rush information without obligation. 

J Nome. „ . . 

I St. or Rte.. ^ _ 

| P.O Sl ot . 

| Education...* . _ m « « 

| *9» ■ ■ ■ — Phone _ . „ 



NEW DISCOVERY 
IN HYPNOTISM 

shows how to hypnotize 
in 30 seconds! 

Yes, an amazing new method has been developed to 
bring on quick, easy induction of the hypnotic trance. 
Now, for the first time, you too can benefit from this 
recent discovery in hypnotic induction. 

QUICK RESULTS 

Want to hypnotize your friends? Your club members? HOW TO HYPNOTIZE is a 
remarkable primer that shows you just how to master the latest improved induction 
methods. The author, a Widely experienced hypnotist and consultant, gives you the 
exact positions to take, the precise phraseology, all the steps necessary to hypnotize 
even the most difficult subjects. 





HYPNOTIZE 



ENTIRELY NEW METHOD 

Until recently the process of hypnotic induction was large- 
ly based on trial and error methods which succeeded mainly 
with subjects who were highly susceptible to hypnosis in the 
first place. The truth is that these highly susceptible subjects 
make up a very small percentage of the population. That is 
why amateurs and beginning hypnotists have so often been 
disappointed in their attempts at trance induction. Now, 
however, recent scientific research has developed ENTIRE- 
LY NEW METHODS that are not only sure fire in their 
results but quick and easy to achieve! For the first time, 
these new methods are presented in HOW TO HYPNOTIZE 
in language that you can easily and successfully follow ©r* 
the very. first reading! 




Photographically Illustrated 

40 photographic illustrations ihow how 
you can achieve trance induction in at 
little » 30 scconBi! 



FREE 10-DAY OFFER 

FREE 10 : day examination of this 
book is offered to you if you mail 
us coupon today. If not delighted 
with results return it within 10 
days for a full refund of the pur- 
chase price. 



SHOWS YOU STEP BY STEP 

This book — which has been acclaimed by doctors and 
psychologists ** is guaranteed to give you all the know-how 
necessary to induce the trance state in others. It not only 
explains the latest discoveries in hypnotic induction, but it 
shows step by step, move by moye, exactly how to bring on 
the trance ; how to transform the trance into deeper and still 
deeper states; and how to terminate the trance quickly and 
effectively without any dangers whatsoever. You are even 
given alternative methods, so that you can actually Chose 
the one that suits you best. 



USED BY DOCTORS 

The book that is factor used by doctors and psy- 
chologists to learn Jiypnotic induction is no* 

,A,,U FOR ONLY 



I 

I 

a 




lull tuaranteei you that HOW 70 HYPNOTIZf will show you how to in. 
duct the trance, or your purchase price wilt be refunded upon return 
ot tne took. Sijned. BONO ! 

Bond Book Co., Dept. Hntdi 
43 W. 61st Street, New York 23, N.Y 

Send How to Hypnotize, for 10 day Free trial. My purchase price will I 
be promptly refunded if I'm not satisfied. 

□ Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $1.98 plus postage, 
a 1 enclose $1.98. Bond Book pays postage. 



1 
I 
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FRF F 10 DAY OFTE R 
Mail Coupon Today 



NEW DISCOVERY 
IN HYPNOTISM 

shows how to hypnotize 
in 30 seconds! 

Yes, an amazing new method has been developed to 
bring on quick, easy induction of the hypnotic trance. 
Now, for the first time, you too can benefit from this 
recent discovery in hypnotic induction. 

QUICK RESULTS 

Want to hypnotize your friends? Your club members? HOW TO HYPNOTIZE is a 
remarkable primer that shows you just how to master the latest improved induction 
methods. The author, a widely experienced hypnotist and consultant, gives you the 
exact positions to take, the precise phraseology, all the steps necessary to hypnotize 
even the most difficult subjects. 
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ENTIRELY NEW METHOD 

Until recently the process of hypnotic induction was large- 
ly based on trial and error methods which succeeded mainly 
with subjects who were highly susceptible to hypnosis in the 
first place. The truth is that these highly susceptible subjects 
make up a very small percentage of the population. That is 
why amateurs and beginning hypnotists have so often been 
disappointed in their attempts at trance induction. Now, 
however, recent scientific research has developed ENTIRE- 
LY NEW METHODS that are not only sure fire in their 
results but quick and easy to achieve! For the first time, 
these new methods are presented in HOW TO HYPNOTIZE 
in language that you can easily and successfully follow on 
the very first reading ! 



Photographically Illustrated 

40 photographic illustrations show hoy 
you can achieve trance induction in as 
little as 30 seconds! 



SHOWS YOU STEP BY STEP 

This book — which has been acclaimed by doctors and 
psychologists — is guaranteed to give you all the know-how 
necessary to induce the trance state in others. 'It not only 
explains the latest discoveries in hypnotic induction, but it 
shows step by step, move by move, exactly how to bring on 
the trance; how to transform the trance into deeper and still 
deeper states; and how to terminate the trance quickly and 
effectively without any dangers whatsoever You are even 
given alternative methods, so that you can actually chose 
the one that suits you best. 




USED BY DOCTORS 

The book that is being used by doctors and psy- 
chologists to learn hypnotic induction is now 

FOR ONLY 



$198 
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FREE 10-DAY OFFER 

FREE 10-day examination of this ^ 

book is offered to you if you mail ■ 

us coupon today. If not delighted H 

with results return it within 10 _ 

days for a full refund of the pur- | 

chase price. « 




Bond Book Co., Dept. HK-463 

43 W. 61st Street, New York 23, 



N. Y. 



My purchase price will 



FREE 10-DAY OFFER , 
Mail Coupon Today 



I 
I 
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I 
I 

j^^l'Y ZONE STATF 



Send How to Hypnotize for 10 day Free trial, 
be promptly refunded if I'm not satisfied 

□ Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $1.98 plus postage. 

□ I "nclose $1.98. Bond Book pays postage 

NAME 



f ADDRESS 
i CITY 



Learn Radio-Television 

Servicing or Communications 

by Practicing at Home 
in Spare Time 





Fast Growing Field Offers You 
Good Pay, Success, Bright Future 



RADIO-TV BROADCASTING (see above] offers 
important positions as Operators and Technicians. 
RADIO-TV SERVICING Technicians (see below) 
needed in every community. Their 
respected, their skill appreciated. 



J. E. SMITH 
Founder 

trained man 




Bigger than ever and still grow- 
/ ^ ing fast. That's why Radio-TV 
jsJL has special appeal to ambitious 
# JP men not satisfied with their 
job and earnings. More than 
4,000 Radio and TV stations. 
More than 150 million home 
and auto Radios, 40 million 
TV sets. Color TV promises 
added opportunities. For the 
there are good jobs, bright fu- 
tures in Radio-TV Servicing or Broadcasting. 

Training PLUS opportunity is the ideal 
combination for success. So plan now to get 
into Radio-TV. The technical man is looked 
up to. He does important work, gets good 
pay for it. Radio -Television offers that kind 
of work. NRI can supply training quickly, 
without expense of going away to school. 
Keep your job while training. You learn 
at home in your spare time. NRI is the 
OLDEST and LARGEST home study Radio- 
TV school. Its methods have proved success- 
ful for more than 40 years. 



Added Income Soon - $10, $15 
a Week in Spare Time 

Soon after enrolling, many NRI students 
start to earn $10, $15 a week in spare time 
fixing sets. Some pay for their training and 
enjoy extra luxuries this way. Some make 
enough to start their own Radio-TV shops. 
NRI training is practiced — gets quick results. 
Easy to understand, well illustrated lessons 
teach you basic principles. And you LEARN- 
BY-DOING by practicing with kits of equip- 
ment which "bring to life" things you study. 

Find Out What NRI Offers 

NRI has trained thousands for successful 
careers in Radio-TV. Study fast or slow— as 
you like. Diploma when you graduate. Mail 
coupon now. Paste it on a postcard or mail in 
envelope. ACTUAL LESSON FREE. Also 64 
page catalog that shows opportunities, shows 
equipment you get. Cost of NRI courses low. 
Easv terms. NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, 
Dept. 9-DG-5, Washington 1 6, D.C. 



N.R.I. TRAINED THESE MEN FOR SUCCESS 



.ft 



"I was repairing Radios 
by 10th lesson. Now 
have good TV job." 
M. R. LINDEMUTH, 
Fort Wayne, Ind. 



"Doing spare time re- 
pairs on Radio and TV. 
Soon servicing full 
time." CLYDE HIG- 
GrNS,Waltham,M £ 



"I had a successful 
Radio repair shop. Now 
I'm Engineer for 
WHPE." V.W.WORK- 
MAN,HighPoint,N.C. 



"There are a number of 
NRI graduates here. I 
can thank NRI for this 
job." JACK WAG- 
NER, Lexington, N. C. 




SEND FOR BOTH FREE 



I National Radio Institute 

i Dept. 9-DG-5. Washington 16, D. C. 

Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-Page Catalog 
FREE. (No salesman will call. Please write plainly.) 



Name 

Address.. 



-Age_ 



wapsHBMEK^s^ o* me tf» City Zone State 

VETERANS Approved Under G.I. Bills [_ accre^tommer^nmionw ^™ sraDj^couNcic_ 




